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To All The Good People Of The World: 


There is nothing wrong with doing 
kissy face with your friends. Or in 
bumping bumpy butt in your paja- 
mas. Or in going lickety lick with the 
spitting stick. I know because Tito, 
Marlon, Jermaine and I spent many 
hours under the watchful eyes of our 
father playing in this manner so he 
would not beat us. In memory of 
these many tender moments I have 
added the frigging room to my Pirates 
of the Caribbean attraction. Won’t 
you let your children take a ride on it 
with me? It will be a most unforgetta- 
ble experience I promise you. 


I’m Not So Bad, 
Michael "Jissy' Jackson 
Hollywood, CA 


Oh jes, 

People have been writing and calling 
and stopping me in the streets. Jes, I, 
I, Ricardo Montalban. And they have 
been asking me, "Ricardo, you, you 
Montalban, why did that little fellow 
do it? The one who always cried for 
the plane. Why did he do it? Is it not 
true that he had much to live for?" 
And, I, I, Ricardo Montalban, do you 
know what I say to them? Jes. Jes, 
this is what I, I, Ricardo Montalban 
say to them, "He was a dwarf with a 
speech impediment. What choice did 
he have? If I had been in his place I 
would have stabbed myself to death as 
soon as I was old enough to pick up a 
knife." 


Extremely Grief Stricken, 
I, I, Ricardo Montalban 
Taco Bell, New Mexico 


Friends of Israel: 


What? What's with all the lamenting 
and gnashing of teeth and pulling of 
hair? You think Rabin and his people 
are meshuga? Of course we'll give the 
PLO the West Bank and the Gaza 
Strip for making nice to us. It’s just 
desert land anyway. So what are we 
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giving them? Some sand. How much 
is that worth? Even at retail? Oh, 
and ав for the other thing, I know 
what you're thinking but not to 
worry. You know how worried we 
are? We're going to give them guns. 
Big guns. And ammunition. And you 
know why? Because they're all going 
to kill themselves. That's what those 
crazy people like to do. Just like the 
schvatzes. Shoot and stab each other. 
They don't study to become doctors or 
lawyers or, if they're not so bright, 
God forbid, dentists. They sit around 
yelling until their blue in the face - to- 
day it's about Israel's right to exist, to- 
morrow it's about who makes the best 
falafel - and then they wipe out each 
other's families. So we give them 
sand, let them put a flag in it, sit 
back, wait, and watch them destroy 
themselves. So again, I say, not to 
worry. These people are animals. Let 
them lose their souls. 


Most sincerely, 
Abba "Don't Get Mad Get' Eban 
Jerusalem, Israel 


Dearest Manly Many Men: 


We are taking back the PLANET! We 
are moving into ourselves like a MAG- 
NET! That is the beginning of our 
new interuterine anthem. So back off 
Mr. Guy Men. Here we come and 
here are our ten demands: 

1. We demand to be treated as more 
than equals. The penis means noth- 
ing! Unless your penis is very large. 
2. Men out of the mosh pit and away 
from the front of the stage. Unless 
your penis is very large. 

3. Speak unless spoken to. Unless 
your penis is very large. 

4. Looks mean nothing. Women shall 
henceforth be judged on the basis of 
their worth as human beings. Unless 
your penis is very large. 

5. No more jokes on the order of: 
How many feminists does it take to 
screw in a light bulb? Two: Oneto 
screw it in, the other one to suck my 
dick. Unless your penis is very large. 


6. How do we love men? We 
no longer count the ways. Ex- 
N cept for this one: Is your penis 
N very large? 

Ж/ 7. Men and man is по longer 
measured by the penis. Except 
if the penis is very large. 

8. Penis, penis, penis, penis, it 
is the very envy of all who 
carry the mound of venus. 

9. We give up. Take us. Just 
ask nice every now and then. 
Even .. . If your penis isn’t 


very large. 


Utterly defeated, 
the rrrrrrriot girls 
Back In The Closet 
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Dear Sir: 


I feel that I must register a protest 
with the sentiments expressed in the 
preceding missive. Although the in- 
tent was obviously satirical, the 
writer of said "letter" was just as obvi- 
ously a male, and as such has little un- 
derstanding of the historical and so- 
ciological import of the rrrrrrriot girl 
movement. Western civilization is, 
for the most part, a patriarchal he- 
gemony and, an avoidance of the vital 
cthonic otherness exhibiting a proto- 
typical miasmatic . . . oh, the hell 
with it, I just want a date with the 
guy. Any guy. Just as long as he has 
a big cock. Tell me, does he have a 
big cock? He does, doesn’t he? I 
want it. Tell him that. Tell him that 
I want his big cock. Here’s my phone 
number have him give his big cock to 
me... 


Hot to Trot, 
Catherine McKinnon 
Infibula, VA 


Unfuckingbelievable: 


So’s HBO won’t have me on any 
more? They’re too busy with this Def 
Comedy Jam thing. What’s that? A 
couple a young black kids standing 
around cursing. That’s not telling 
jokes. І tell jokes. Here's one: What 
do Nora Dunn, Sinead O’Connor and 
Tall have in common? We сап all... 
SUCK MY DICK! Ba da boom! Ba da 
bing! Hah? Hah? Who said I was 
gone? I never fucking went away. Ya 
pieces of shit. I'm the undisputed 
comedy king. 


Fuckin' A, 
Dice Clay 
Palookasville, NY 
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Unbroken Godd 


ne of the indelible performances іп "705 American film is 
Holly Woodlawn’s screen debut т Paul Morrissey’s Trash 
(1970). Whether she’s scrounging furniture from garbage 
dumps, boys from street corners, drugs from her neighbors, or affec- 
tion from the junk-softened Joe Dallesandro, Holly is unforgettable - 
hilarious, indomitable, truly bigger than life. A fallen angel struggling 
to survive in the lowest of lower depths, she’s at once glamorous 
and sleazy, streetwise and naive, beaten and beatific. 


Both Holly and Joe were playing variations of themselves for Mor- 
rissey, but the real Holly underneath 7ras/'s Holly is itself а construc- 
tion: the life-altering vision of one Harold Ajzenberg. His road from 
boyhood in Puerto Rico to life as a screen goddess for Andy Warhol 
is described in Holly Woodlawn's autobiography A Low Life In High 
Heels (St. Martin's Press/Harper Perennial, 1991). Holly's story is as 
funny and fascinating as any performance she ever gave - a weird 
amalgam of Last Exit To Brooklyn and Auntie Mame. Besides the 
first-hand account of Warhol, Morrissey, Candy Darling, Jackie Curtis, 
Joe Dallesandro, Andrea Feldman, and other factory notables, the 
book offers fascinating glimpses of a range of celebs, including Fed- 
erico Fellini, Divine, Yoko Ono and John Lennon, Rudolf Nureyev, 
Ethel Merman, Rock Hudson, Gala Dali, Jim Morrisson, International 
Chrysis, Robert DeNiro, and Bette Davis. 

| interviewed Holly Woodlawn by telephone at her Los Angeles 
home. And the only thing cooler than getting to talk with her was 


finding out that she is every bit as delightful and unpretentious in real 
life as she is on screen or in her book. 
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Whose idea was Фе book? 


Actually, it was my agent and Jeffrey 
Copeland. I had started a book several years 
ago but it didn’t come through. It was more of 
a picture book. 


That would have been terrific. 


I know! We were using photographs from a 
friend of mine, who had photographed me 
over a ten-year period. 


Was that Jarry Lang? A lot of his pictures are in 
your book. 


No - it should’ve been, though! It was Frank 
Kollegy. Jarry had passed away by that time. 
And l was very untogether in that period of my 
life, honey. 


This was the late 80s? 


Yes, just before I escaped New York and came 
to L.A. 


Was it really like an escape? Was it important for 
you to get away from New York? 


Very. 


In what sense? 
To save my life! I really hit rock bottom, honey. 


The scene had changed so much since the 70s. 
It must have been a lot harder to get a gig. 


Not only that - everybody was gone. And 
Andy just died, so like that’s when I figured it 
was the end of the era. I was so depressed, 
and I was doing NAUGHTY THINGS! A friend 
of mine was living here and said, "Come to 
L.A., honey, at least you'll get some sun." So I 
bought a one-way ticket. 


And it's really worked out for you? You like it 
there? 


I love it, I love it. I went to a party and that's 
where 1 met Jeffrey Copeland. And we started 
a friendship. He was a screenwriter; that's 
what he wanted to be. He was submitting his 
stuff to this agency and he told the agent he 
knew Holly Woodlawn. So the agent said, 
"What's she doing? Is she writing a book about 
the years with Warhol or what?" So Jeffrey 
said he would speak to me. At that time [ had 
moved back to Florida with my parents, to get 
my head together. Jeffrey said, "I have an 
agent that wants you to write this book." The 
agent had suggested [ get a ghost writer, and so 
I thought, well, I like Jeffrey’s sense of humor - 
sort of on the dark side, darling! Very cuckoo. 
Well honey, wouldn’t you want him to help me 
write the book? So I moved back here and got 
a little job in this little curio store called Wacko, 
which sold cards, and we started. We did the 


proposal and sent it off to everybody, including 
St. Martin’s. 


And when you got the green light from them, you 
went ahead with the manuscript? 


Yeah. Jeffrey bought a computer, and we 
moved in next door to each other. God, trying 
to remember the past was so hard! 


Was the manuscript basically taped conversations 
with you, which he transcribed and edited? 


Yes and no. We tried everything. The best 
thing that worked was just me coming in, and 
we would have like, you know, hour or two- 
hour sessions, and we would just start talking, 
have a glass of wine - but we had to dump the 
wine, you know, because I couldn't remember 
anything. 1 would remember like little spurts at 
different times of day, and so I would just 
knock on the wall and say, "Oh I just remem- 
bered something!" And then little by little the 
pieces fit together and we typed this whole 
story. 


Your voice really comes through in the book. It’s 
like you’re telling everything directly to the reader. 


Well, first of all, Jeffrey’s a good man, honey! 
When he wrote something, Га go back and say, 
"Well, 1 wouldn’t say it this way, Га say it this 
way." Then at one point I would read things 
and 1 didn’t know whether it was him or те. 
That’s when we knew. 


Was there any problem with St. Martin’s balking 
at any material that was in the manuscript? 
A few things, but mainly it’s pretty much there - 
there’s a few chapters with things that weren’t 
necessary. 


But they weren’t trying to keep out things be- 
cause they were afraid of lawsuits or anything like 
that? 


Oh no. 1 didn’t want it to be a dishy book; I 
didn’t want to bring anyone down with me. 
And I thought what I did was funny enough, 
you know? I ihought it was good enough. 


One chapter describes how harrowing it was when 
you first came out to your parents while still a kid 
in Miami - you ran away from home very soon af- 
ter that. But it’s really neat to see that your book 
is also dedicated to your folks. 


They’re my best friends. 


And they’ve read the book? 
Oh yeah. They loved it. 


You write about how, when you were on the road 
headed for New York City, you were standing next 
to a Coke machine in a thunder storm and got 
struck by lightning. Now, I can believe that, be- 
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cause а lot of people are struck by lightning. But 
did you really pull off your braces with a pair of 
tweezers? 


Yes! 


That's incredible, how did you do that? 


You know, you’re the only person who ever 
asked me that! 


Were there a lot of them on individual teeth? 


I had the whole set, honey! And it wasn’t plati- 
num either! I was in a bus stop and had these 
tweezers. 1 don't know how I got them off - 
that cement, and the wire that went around - 
but 1 did it. 


Was that for you one of the last breaks from your 
old life in Miami, yanking off those braces? 


Yeah, because once I did that there was no 
turning back. 


In your book you also describe how shortly after 
that, you first shaved your legs and plucked your 
eyebrows. 


In the motel, yeah. In Gee-oh-gia, honey! 


To have then gone on hitchhiking through the 
South looking like that - it's amazing you weren't 
bashed. 


We were very lucky. First of all, 1 was with my 
friend Russell, who was the loudest - I think it 
was more fear on their part, because he was 
LOUD. I mean, he had eyebrows that went 
right up to his forehead, his hairline, and long 
nails, and he was very tall and skinny, a very 
thin face. I don’t know how we did it. 


Is it also possible that this was a somewhat more 
naive time, and some of the people never actually 
realized what you two were really about? 


I think so. Plus, at that time, I was very, very 
shy, and very quiet. So it wasn’t like two in- 
sane maniacs. And we really in a way tried to 
be as quiet as possible. 


When you write about going to the Stonewall in 
New York during the height of the riots back in 
69, you describe an encounter you had with Mar- 
sha Johnson. 


Miss Marsha, yes! 


You've heard what's happened to her. [Marsha P. 
Johnson, a black drag queen who hustled on New 
York’s lower west side, was found dead in the 
Hudson River in the summer of 1992.] 


Yes. 


Apparently, the police are currently investigating 
a jailhouse confession to her murder. 


Really? 


Yes. And it’s so ironic, because in your book you 
say, "I’m surprised they didn’t erect a statute of 
Miss Marsha on top of Sheridan’s shoulders." 
Now a petition is being circulated to have a me- 
morial flagpole erected for her. 


Oh that would be so wonderful. 


People kept after the cops, organizing marches 
and protests, until they changed their classifica- 
tion of Marsha’s death. They had said it was a sui- 
cide, which was bullshit. 


Right. And you know what all these gay guys 
forget, after all these years, is that, honey, it 
was the drag queens that started that fucking 
Stonewall riot. 


That's one of the good things about your book, 
how it reminds people about who was on the front 
lines. 


Exactly. And they should take Sherman down 
and put Marsha up there! 


It's very frustrating that your only film currently 
available on videotape is Trash. 


I know. We've been trying to work on getting 
WOMEN IN REVOLT, but the people at the 
Warhol Foundation said that one of the reels is 
missing or got screwed up. 


That's so ridiculous. 
And it's the only movie with the three of us. 


Everyone's always quoting the Lou Reed song, 
"Walk On The Wild Side" - the lines about you are 
even included in your book, but Reed himself is 
barely mentioned. Were you at all friendly with 
him? He wrote a song about you and Jackie Cur- 
tis and Candy Darling, but did he know you? 


No, not really. 1 didn't even meet him until af- 
ter the song - a while after the song. I don't 
know when he actually left Nico and those peo- 
ple: I think it was around '67. Then he came 
in. I know Candy was there a little longer, and 
then she brought Jackie in. 


You mention in the book that it was Candy and 
you who first got Jackie into drag one Halloween. 


Yes! And then you couldn’t get her out of a 
dress. 


You imply in the book that she did drag more to 
advance her career and make a name for herself 
than because of her own inner feelings about her 
gender. 


Oh yeah. And then she found out that men 
loved "women" in dresses! And that it was 
more fun, and people paid more attention. 


Whereas Candy lived as a woman pretty much full 
time once she got started. 


Candy was a woman, basically. 
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As opposed to you or Jackie, she didn't really have 
times in her life when she went back to living as a 
man. 


No. And I was living as a woman completely, 
through all of this, until . . . When did I stop? 


You write about going back to Florida and living as 
a man - and working at Benihana! - in the early 
1980s, when you were in your mid thirties. It must 
have been boring. 


Hideously! 


Did you have to relearn to do things that you'd got- 
ten out of the habit of doing? 


Completely. I even tried lifting weights. But 
then 1 thought, this is absurd - it’s not me. 


It's astounding to think that you just walked in off 
the street and played that part in Trash - it's such a 
rich and funny performance, and you're so natural 
and at ease in front of the camera. 


Oh thanks. 


Johnny, your boyfriend at the time, plays a high- 
school kid that you pick up, and he also does a 
wonderful job. But he wasn't an actor either. 


No, not at all. That astounded me more than 
anything else. 


Was his scene done in one take, or did you have to 
shoot it with him several times? 


Less than me, honey - I had to do that scene 
with the pillow three or four times. 


Well, getting a prop pillow to drop from under- 
neath your sweater on cue has to be tricky. Did 
the acting bug bite him after that? 

Nah, he wasn't interested. He was just having 

fun - that's probably why he was so good. He 

was basically playing himself. He had come 


here for the Woodstock thing, and then he was 
going back to Georgia where he came from. 
But then one night I met him and said, "This 
child is not going anywhere!" 


I love how Trash takes all the bourgeoisie's big 
fears - drugs, welfare cheats, child exploitation, 
hustling - and not only makes them funny, but 
makes the audience care about the people they're 
supposed to be afraid of. That can go a long way 
to eliminating those fears. 


Yeah. Morrissey was real smart. 


He never actually gave people a script with lines, 
did he - it was mostly improvised? 


Basically, veah. He'd give us ideas. 


He was also operating the camera, so it was really 
all him. 


It was him and Jed Johnson, just the two of 
them. 


I love how the film makes fun of the bleeding-heart 
liberals, with Michael Sklar as the man from the 
welfare department. He had that character down 
perfectly. 


I was watching it yesterday, because I just got an 
agent and so I was doing a compilation tape of 
all the stuff I was т. And I put in that scene with 
the welfare worker where he says, "Гие worked 
with the blacks who crank out those babies!" 


What really makes that scene is the way he flips for 
your shoes and tries to get them from you. Was 
that Morrissey or did Sklar come up with it? 


It was Morrissey's idea. 


Is it true that you were in a film called Is There Sex 
After Death? 


Yes. 


I haven't been able to find that one on videotape. 
I think we saw it on videotape here. 


You don’t mention that credit in the book. Was 
there a reason you wanted to skip that? 


Yeah, because it was a lousy movie! It was just 
an interview, basically - like what I did in SU- 
PERSTAR. I was in front of a vanity table talk- 
ing about . . . I don’t even remember what I was 
talking about? 


Wasn’t Buck Henry involved in that film? 


You know what, I don’t even remember. The 
person who produced it was interviewing me. 
They had rented a room at the Chelsea, which 
was supposed to be my home. And at that time 
I wasn’t even living there. I remember at one 
point I had a beer in one of the drawers, and 1 
took out the beer and took a glug and put it 
back in. And they were just asking me questions. 
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Is that the same situation as your ар- 
pearance in the Quentin Crisp documen- 
tary, Resident Alien? 


Oh ho ho... Well, that was the time 1 
was telling you about, when I had to es- 
cape; that was about a month before I left! 


So they caught you at a low point then. 


Oh honey. Very low! I was doing co- 
caine - I was a mess. 


I saw Scarecrow In A Garden Of Cucum- 
bers in the movies several years ago, 
but that one also... 


... is not on video either. 


What's holding it up? 


That's another thing we're trying to track 
down. We can't find anybody that was in- 
volved, the director or anybody. 


That's awful. 


I know! It's such a cute movie, and Bette 
Midler's in it, and Lily Tomlin, and there's a 
great incredible song by Tally Brown. 


But you're the one who carries that film from start 
to finish. You even play both male and female 
roles in it. Did that challenge appeal to you, or 
did you do it because the filmmakers really 
wanted you to do it? 


Oh no, I liked it. 


My recollection is that there's a scene where 
you're trying to seduce yourself. 


Right - and then I tum into a werewolf! For no 
reason at all! 


Divine also did a few films where she played dual 
roles like that. In your book you describe having 
acted onstage with Divine, and you're the first per- 
son [ ever read who said that she was narcoleptic. 


Yeah, un-huh. 


That's so cool, you should have mentioned it in 
your book. 


We did, but a lot of stuff was edited out. 


I’ve also read that there had been а lot of rioting 
that summer when you were first in the Tombs. 


Oh I was in my cell with Willie! For ten days. 
But it didn't touch our floor because we were 
in the gay floor. We were just bored because 
we were locked in. And I had just met a hus- 
band, down the block! 


The way you write about all that is very funny, but 
the fact remains that was one of the few ways to 
survive in such a shithole. 


Exactly. You know, it’s like going to another 
community. That was the first thing when I got 
there, I said, "My God, this is like a little town 
here!" 


Not too long after you got out, you were on the 
David Susskind Show with a whole bunch of Fac- 
tory people. I remember watching that - it was 
the first time I'd ever seen you. Your book has а 
photo of all of you there, but you don’t write any- 
thing about that television appearance. 


I just didn’t think it was that important - or 
maybe it was edited out! 


What I remember most vividly from it, besides 
you, was Jackie Curtis carrying this big picture of 
Gary Cooper. 


Right. 


And how Susskind was trying to talk to all of you, 
but of course didn’t have a clue as to what was go- 
ing on, and so the people would just talk rings 
around him. 


Ondine was doing most of the talking. 


And you spoke very little. Was it nerve-wracking 
for you to be on television then? 


Yes. You know, like I said, 1 was very shy, and 
everyone else was doing so much talking that I 
couldn’t get anything in. And I was terrified! 


Did you get a chance to talk to Susskind either be- 
fore or after the show? Was he actually interested 
in what you folks were doing, or was it just an- 
other show for him? 


Very nice; I remember that much about him, 
that he was really very nice. Most interviewers, 
you know, they don’t spend any time with you 
before the show. It’s you and the producers, 
they interview you: "Hi! Are you comfort- 
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able?" "Sure." "You’re оп!" But I remember 
he was talking with us for a while before the 
show started. 


The portrait of Andy Warhol in your book struck 
me as very balanced and fair. Was that kind of 
perspective hard to achieve, or had you pretty 
much made your peace regarding your relation- 
ship with him? 


Yeah, I had made my peace by that time. As a 
matter of fact, we’d had Thanksgiving dinner in 
’87, and it was the first time Га ever spoken to 
him for more than two minutes. At one point 
we went upstairs at my friend’s house and we 
just sat and talked for hours. And that’s when 
he said, "Oh Holly, I want to manage you." 


You write that he wanted to mange you, but as a 
guy. 
Right. But I said, "Oh please, Га never - I went 
that road once, honey!" 


Your description of his funeral at St. Patrick’s 
was fascinating. 
A zoo, yeah, like the opening of a disco. I 
should have just joined in, but I was just so up- 
set, I couldn’t, you know? 


Га read that back іп 1982 you were a bridesmaid 
at Larry LeGaspie’s wedding in St. Patrick’s. 


I had borrowed a dress from Jonathan Hitch- 
cock, and it was the same color dress as the 
bridesmaids were wearing. And 1 arrived late, 
just as the bridal party was leaving - honey, I 
couldn’t have planned it better myself! So my 
friend Vincent who was one of the ushers said, 
"Just tum around and act like you’re one of the 


party!" 


So nobody hassled you at St. Patrick’s? 
Not at all. I just came out and everyone was 
taking pictures and all that stuff, and they all 
just took it for granted that I was part of the 
party! 


Between drugs and the plague, the list of casual- 
ties since the days of the Factory is huge. You re- 
ally dodged a bullet. 


I sure did, honey - I still don't know how. So 
I'm just trying to do as much as Í possibly can 
while I'm still here. 


Tell me about your studies now at the Fashion In- 
stitute of Design & Merchandising in L.A. 

Well, 1 just graduated in June. Finally! 
Hey, congratulations! Will you be designing 
clothes? 

I want to do a line of clothing for drag queens. 


Were your fellow students mostly college age? 
Eighteen, twenty, twenty-one. 


Did they know your work? 


Very few. It was an art and design school, so a 
lot of them knew about fashion and Warhol 
and all that stuff, and then the resurgence of 
that '60s and ’70s stuff. But I made a few 
friends. And I had a ball - oh honey, I blended 
right in! And then when the book came out, 
they sold it and had it in the library. So 1 was 
like a little celebrity. And some of the teachers 
knew who I was. And I had a fling with one of 
my teachers! 


That's the best way to get good grades. 
You know what? He gave me a B! 


You've done films, theater, cabaret - do you have 
any preferences? Is there one medium you feel 
more comfortable with at this point? 


Oh God. I would really prefer to do movies. 


I keep hearing rumors that the producer Howard 
Rosenman wants to do a film of your autobiogra- 
phy. 

Right. Actually, we're negotiating right now 

with Columbia Pictures. The funny thing about 

it is, when Jeffrey and I wrote this book, we 

wrote it with a movie in mind. 


The overall shape of it is very cinematic. 


And there's a lot of dialogue. It's also very Aun- 
tie Mameish - the book LITTLE ME inspired 
me. 


The other rumor is that Madonna wants to be in- 
volved in the film. Have you spoken with her 
about it? 


Yeah, when I did the video with her, Deeper 
And Deeper. She's interested in doing Candy 
Darling. 


Was it talk or do you think it's going to happen? 


Right now it's pretty much on paper - every- 
body's just got to sign. 


Would you play yourself or would they want some- 
body to play you? 


Well you see, the thing is once you sell vour 
rights, honey, they can do anything. So that's 
why I'm quibbling about little things now! The 
money honey, at least. You know, Harvey Fier- 
stein is the major force behind it. He read the 
book and just fell in love with it. He's the one 
who took it to Howard. And he would write 
the screenplay too - what a coup, honey: Ma- 
donna and Fierstein! 
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Iright, what the hell do you say about this 

guy that hasn't already been said? Maybe 

you can think of something, | certainly can't. 
Words, sentences, paragraphs: useless and unnec- 
essary. And how could they not be? We're talking 
avatar, American primitive, the very quintessence 
of the rock 'n' roll spirit here. Yes, the primordial 
made musically manifest in a way that nobody, not 
Little Richard, not Elvis, not Jerry Lee, ever even 
dreamed of . . . Well, perhaps in their nightmares. 
Okay, so I’m exaggerating a little. But not very 
much. C'mon if you feel like dancing or fucking, 
pumping iron, or taking that muscle car out on the 
interstate with a cooler of beers in the back and your 
girl in the front who are you gonna have blasting 
from the stereo? Right: Iggy! Whether it's the 
Iggy of RAW POWER or PARTY or FUN HOUSE or 
ZOMBIE BIRDHOUSE or... 


о, you get the point. There's simply very 

little Mr. Pop has spit out that isn’t worth 

listening to. Over and over and over again. 
True, the last couple of LPs were pretty slick but 
they had their moments. Yet they just didn't seem 
to be the work of the lg we know and love. C mon, 
think about it. When was the last time INSTINCT 
graced your turntable? Can you name a tune on 
BRICK BY BRICK that even approached the pithe- 
canthropoid grandeur of "No Fun" or the restless 
beauty of "Pumping For Jill"? 


till, it's like Oscar Wilde said, "Only the 

mediocre are always at their best." Thus you 

got to cut the guy some slack; Iggy at his 
worst is infinitely preferable to almost anybody you 
can пате. But enough of this sycophantic raving, 
let's allow Mr. Pop to try to explain his bad bad self 
and AMERICAN CAESAR, his latest release. 


interview by 


Peter Gilstrap 
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Brut: How do you feel about America these days? 
You seem to have а healthy respect for our First 
Amendment rights. 


Iggy: Nice people here although sometimes I feel 
that the place itself and its citizens are staggering 
under a strange burden and I'm not quite sure 
what it is. Some people say it's the media, some 
people say it's the national debt or drugs, but I 
think maybe it's a mood, a general malaise. It 
worries me and sometimes I begin to feel the 
whole situation is a little precarious. Right now 
especially. That's one reason I called the new re- 
cord American Caesar. 


Brut: How so? 


Iggy: Some columnist - I'm pretty sure it was Pat 
Buchanan - asking "Where or where is our Ameri- 
can Caesar?" He was decrying the disorder of the 
day and I thought "Fuck! This is scary shit!" Kind 
of like Haig saying he was in control . . . You see a 
guy like Ross Perot running for president and he’s 
saying, "Well, if I get in we'll just eliminate some 
of these things that take too long in Congress. 

We can have town meetings by computer and just 
decide these things." And what he's really talking 
about is subverting the Constitution. 


Brut: American Caesar, a metaphor for creeping 
fascism ... But you're right about Perot, he’s а 
scary fucker. 


Iggy: What he is is a guy who’s run a business all 
his life. He’s used to being the boss. He’s not go- 
ing to get in the Oval Office and give a shit about 
due process. So stuff like this worries me a little. 


Brut: What worries you a lot? 


Iggy: Well, I can remember before the inter- 
states. And then there were interstates. And with 
them you kinda lost the small town and you got 
the 7-11s and the PM Mini-Marts. There are too 
many PM Mini-Marts in this country. 


Brut: It produces this real homogenous effect on 
people. 


Iggy: Yeah and it depresses you. A lot of people 
now are just wandering in an America that’s be- 
come a very lonely place. What the Europeans 
have, it’s their great strength and on the other 
hand it ties them in a way that we are not tied, is 
their incredible strata of little customs that add up 
to a "culture." One that supports them. The 
French they can go out and take their hard drugs 
all night and then some valium to come down 
and get three hours sleep. But they'll get up the 
next morning and have their egg in a little egg 
cup and a really good croissant - not mass-pro- 
duced, not in a plastic wrapper - and a cup of cof- 


fee that will knock your socks off and taste good. 
And there are little checkpoints, little matters of 
form, turns of phrase. They're all speaking their 
own language and we're not. We speak bad Eng- 
lish here. So the Europeans have that going for 
them but by the same token they're stuck with it. 


Brut: 15 that what appealed to you about living in 
Berlin? What's a Berlin breakfast like? 


Iggy: If I was gonna go out for breakfast - and 
this was so cool - I'd go to a little place with a coal- 
burning pot-bellied stove, drapes that have been 
there since the War and an old, old lady. I'd geta 
piece of good black bread, an egg in a little cup 
and a good strong black coffee. They don't make 
it like the French, the Germans like to measure 
everything so it would be exactly the same. Meas- 
ured and made by a machine. That's the way they 
are y know? And you'd sit there, you could read 
the paper which was laying there for you and it'd 
be very quiet. 


Brut: Can you read German? 


Iggy: I can speak it. They tell me my accent is 
good and the few words I have I use directly but I 
really learned the language on the streets and in 
bars. [Favors us with a phrase] That means only 
the old people will talk to me. The young kids 
would say, "Please!" They get real mad and ask 
you to "Just speak English ..." Because you're 
butchering their language plus they don't like 
Americans speaking German. Americans just 
aren't well-liked there. 


Brut: Could you ever conceive of staying there? 


Iggy: No, because that would be too easy for 
America. I'm here and you're going to have to 
deal with me. That's the way I feel. I don’t want 
to be an ex-pat. I'm right here. [Knocks on wood.] 


Brut: You've told us some of the negative things 
about this country. What do you like about it? 


Iggy: More people who don't have their head up 
their ass than anywhere else in the world. That's 
the bottom line. 


Brut: No pun intended. 


Iggy: No...and there's more people here than I 
find anywhere else who . . . there's something 
about them . . . you can talk to them or they'll talk 
back to you. It's a more open thing . . . Maybe 
not so malevolent as a group. Euros you have to 
watch. They'll steal your shirt. Here's it's justa 
good bon cheer and I feel at home with that. 


Brut: Are you recognized most everywhere you 
go? 
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Iggy: Yeah but not Бу everybody. Sure some- 
body will say, "Hey!" 


Brut: Does it bother you? 
Iggy: No. Not at all. 


Brut: I guess you'd be in the wrong business if it 
did. 


Iggy: Some guys don't like it. I was talking to a 
guy that does what I do the other дау... He's 
from out of town and he’s here for awhile and he 
said [growls] "Arrr, I walk down the street and 
people they touch me." And I said, "What's your 
problem?" So, yeah, I like it. This neighborhood 
[Tompkins Square] is particularly infested with 
culturally aware people. A guy in another band 
said to me, "How can you live there? There are 
too many kids." My reply: "Hey! I like kids." 


Brut: Let's talk about your lyrics which I find in- 
teresting because you say things in a very "normal 
guy" manner and nota preachy rock star way. 
They have the feel of contact with the everyday, 
with "real" Ме... And the message often comes 
through with humor. "I’m A Conservative" off the 
new album for example. 


Iggy: That’s a funny song. Although I guess І 
didn't write it trying to be funny. I appreciate hu- 
mor in other people. A lot. I’m not the kind of 
person that’s quick to tell a joke so maybe it 
comes out in the music. 


Brut: You recorded the new LP in New Orleans. 
How does the environment where you record af- 
fect you? Do you choose a place for the ambiance 
or do you just record anywhere and still end up 
with same results? 


Iggy: I chose New Orleans for American Caesar 
because it’s not a bustling center of American com- 
merce and particularly there’s no higher echelon 
of the entertainment industry there. That’s one 
reason: to get away from capital T - THEM. The 
other reason is the studio was a home studio, a 
huge old Victorian town house, mock Georgian 
style with an old [mixing] board in the parlor. 
You sit or stand to record around the foyer, the 
billiard room, the parlor and a dining room. And 
that’s where you make the record. The band 
stayed on the second floor and me, my wife and 
my cat stayed on the third floor. And we just lived 
there. We inhabited the place for a couple of 
months . . . I really feel the music biz is getting to 
be like a lot of guys running around like junior ex- 
ecutives with Doc Martens on, you know? And I 
wanted to get away from the contemporary sound 
thing too. To get away from all that and just do it 
in an open atmosphere where I could just walk 
around and where people didn’t give a shit. I 
wanted to have to live the record. It’s really much 
harder to make a record that way. 


Brut: How so? 


Iggy: Well you wake up in the morning and you 
gotta go downstairs and make your own coffee 
and then you’re gonna run into whoever fucked 
the drummer the night before or you’re gonna 
hear from the bass player bitchin’ about why he 
didn't get publishing credits on a сиг... Stuff is 
going on. Or somebody who works at the studio 
bringing in a friend to gawk at you. Stuff happens. 


Brut: As opposed to . . .? 


Iggy: If Ido the record in LA, I get a really good 
hotel room and rent a car. I drive to work. 
There's an attendant. There's a key code to get in 
the building. But as soon as I' m in the building I 
gotta pay money to get in. Then I'm gonna run 
into some dinosaur's producer in the hall. Then 


"| really feel the music biz is getting to be 
like a lot of guys running around like junior 


executives with Doc Martens on." 
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when I get into where I'm gonna record there'll 
be an eight-line telephone console in the booth 
so that everybody else who wants to work with 
my producer can call him and talk about THEIR 
project while he's supposed to be doing mine. 
The booth itself will be so perfectly sealed off that 
there's no chance that anything good that might 
happen by serendipity could possibly be recorded 
'cause they won't know what the fuck you're do- 
ing and besides half the time they'll be thinking 
about ordering out or getting the Porsche down 
to the repair shop or taking a call from A&R. So it 
gets sterile and hard to work. 


Brut: So stuff happens, but unlike "living" the al- 
bum it's not the kind of thing that fosters creativ- 
ity? 

Iggy: Exactly! Things get technically accom- 
plished but at what price? You're paying by the 
hour which is big bucks and there's the rush to 
get it done whereas in New Orleans it was quite 
different. We'd start in the morning. The pro- 
ducer would come in early and he'd dick around 
for a couple of hours tying up loose ends from 
the night before. Then around two I'd stumble in 
and we'd start warming up and then we'd bring 
the band in at four. No rush we're only paying by 
the week. So if it wasn't happening by eleven or 
twelve, we'd go out to eat together or drink or 
see some other band. And sometimes at one or 
two in the morning, we'd try something like "Jeal- 
ousy." I'd written over one hundred songs for 
this LP and "Jealousy" was one I didn't like. I 
spent hours working on the riff, but when I wrote 
the song I thought it was just too simplistic. But 
one night we petered out on something, I played 
"Jealousy" just for the hell of it and it just really 
felt good. That wouldn't have happened in L.A. 
Here I felt freer and everybody pulled together be- 
cause we were outside of that whole "thing." No 
plane flights bringing in specialists, y'know? Just 
me and my band and a producer who could play 
a lot of instruments. So when we needed an extra 
guy, he'd be right there. 


Brut: What stuff are you listening to these days? 


Iggy: А guy named John Moran. He's not in the 
rock game. He's a young composer. Не did a 
thing called Manson Family, an opera I sang on 
and it is and he is really great. He's on a label 
called Point Records distributed by Phillips Clas- 
sics. Ilisten to him. 


"Rock and roll has become more and 


more of a luxury class thing." 


Brut: Anyone who might surprise us? 


Iggy: Alot of Bukka White and Fred McDowell. 
This morning I was listening to Lee Dorsey. 
Mardi Gras music. A lot of the stuff Bill Laswell 
puts out on Axion - the second Jujuka album and 
Bahia Black . . . The stuff that comes out now, 
everything you've heard: The Beastie Boys, Babes 
In Toyland, L7, whoever. 


Brut: What do you think of the contemporary 
rock scene today? 


Iggy: There's some good stuff. Dinosaur Jr. 1 
used to go see Nirvana. Caught them at the Pyra- 
mid Club once before they were fortunate and 
had a big record. I thought Bleach was a helluva 
record. Iloved that fucking record! 


Brut: You still think rock and roll is a cool thing 
for young guys to get into? Or is it just another 
racket today? 


Iggy: I got quoted widely saying it wasn't, saying 
"Oh, I wouldn't do it if was that age." Some- 
times I feel that way and sometimes I don't. Hell, 
it seemed to be a little more risky, a little more 
quirky way back when. A quirky, weird, dead-end 
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thing when I was a teenager, a real blot on the 
family name. And now that’s changed. It’s a re- 
spectable calling now. 


Still, the experience is the same. You’re gonna 
starve. You're gonna get cheated. You're gonna 
make а fool of yourself. You're gonna get re- 
jected. You're gonna fuck a lotta chicks and think 
you’re fucking them but they may actually be fuck- 
ing you. You’re gonna get sick. All this stuff is 
gonna happen and you’re gonna fail. Fail a lot! 
Above all, you're gonna struggle like hell to put 


your band across. And again you’re gonna be hun- 


gry because you’re not making any money and 
that’s the measure of success in this society. And 
it’s gonna make you rabid and crazy like some 
kind of dog. So all that stuffs the same still. The 
failure aspect is always there which makes things 
good, which makes things beautiful. 


Brut: On the other hand... 


Iggy: On the other hand, you get the feeling that 
nowadays the guy you knew who was the captain 
of the football team in high school and the guy 
who was the student council president are start- 
ing bands. 


Brut: So, in a sense it’s not as exciting as it once 
was. 


Iggy: I feel that way, yeah but I'm okay with to- 
day's rock. What really excites me though are 
these hackers breaking into AT&T. That gets me 
off! 


Brut: But they're nerds! 


Iggy: Yeah, well that's what I was in school. I 
wasn't popular. I didn't have girlfriends. I 
wanted all that so I became a rock and roll guy 
and went out and got that. I was also writing po- 
etry and wanted to do something . . . something 
with words and then music came in . . . it felt 
good. 


Brut: Okay and . . ? 


Iggy: Here's the scene: You're sixteen years old, 
a spring day and you're sitting cooped up in 
school. It’s beautiful out. Inside your skin's get- 
ting greasy. You feel tight around the collar and 
you've got some sort of indigestion because the 
teacher said you didn't do your homework and 
you don't care and you don't like any of the kids 
in school . . . And if you're gonna be a lawyer, 
you're gonna be in that same room in that same 
situation with the same people all the rest of your 
life. So you say to yourself: "Music. That feels 
good! And if I was a musician, I'd be outdoors 
right now." 


Brut: So you've been "outdoors" for about 
twenty-five or thirty years by now? 


Iggy: [Laughs] Yeah, I've been outdoors for 
quite awhile. 


Brut: But let's talk about being indoors, do you 
think if you had grown up in a house instead of a 
trailer you would have turned out differently? 


Iggy: That's a good question! Good question! I 
think the trailer I grew up in had a lot to do with 
the explosive style of my music. It had a lot to do 
with me liking economical styles in music. Like 
James Brown. I don't think I could've written 
Fun House if Y hadn't lived in a trailer. It put me 
under а lot of pressure . . . those low ceilings. So 
I was under pressure for seventeen or eighteen 
years. And it wasn't just the trailer. I was shel- 
tered. 


Brut: Did you feel gypped having to live in a 
trailer? 


Iggy: Yeah, I felt gypped and different. Kids 
would come over and make fun of my trailer and 
make fun of me because I lived in a trailer and I 
felt totally different. I was the only person - and 
my family of course - who spoke fluent English in 
the trailer camp. Most people who live in trailer 
camps are not very articulate. So all of this af- 
fected the shit out of me. I'm glad it did because it 
made me really want to get in there апа... it 
made me ambitious. Made me hungry .. . 


Brut: You mentioned The Beastie Boys. Do you 
like a lot of rap? 


Iggy: I'm not an expert. I wouldn't know as 
much about it as say, the guy who writes for the 
Village Voice but I listen to it. What I ike is the 
sense of presentation, the theatricality of it is terri- 
fic. The guy on the rap album, he's so excited. 
He's certainly more excited than the guys with a 
rock album. Rock and roll has become more and 
more of a luxury class thing. But this guy is really 
intense and so he introduces the work to you, he 
sells it to you and he makes characters out of his 
friends. That's what I like about it. And the sto- 
ries are great and the samples are done in really 
good taste and the vocals are extremely high qual- 
ity as with the rhythms. And that’s not just the 
form, it's almost indigenous to black culture. The 
part I don’t like: the samples still sound better on 
the original. In other words, I'd still rather hear 
Curtis Mayfield doing "Зире у" than Ice-T. And 
also, it wears thin because it isn't as much of an 
achievement for me as a man who with his hands 
and with his imagination came up with the lick. 
And they say the gangsta shit is real. But it's not. 
It's bullshit. The "real" thing for me, real life is 
your inner life and they won't talk about that. 
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They won't tell you about that because they're 
scared to tell you. That's nonsense. It’s not real 
to go singing about "I done this" and "I done that." 
You didn't "do" or "done" nothing. You're a fuck- 
ing liar. The King Shit attitude really bothers me 
to. But it’s like anything else. About eighty-five of 
it is going to be really really bad, ten percent me- 
diocre, four percent fairly interesting and one per- 
cent worth listening to. 


Brut: Let’s talk about movies a bit, have they 
helped you in any way? Naturally they’ve given 
you a higher visibility but on a more abstract level 
has working in the film biz been beneficial to you 
as an artist? 


Iggy: Well, first of all, it’s gonna help especially if 
І can improve at it. 


Brut: How so? Are we talking about improving 
performance in one area aiding you in another? 


Iggy: Right. And they also open me up to other 
things. When I was doing John Waters' film [Cry 
Baby], 1 met Johnny Depp. We became friends. 
He called me on a shoot for a new movie. He 
asked me, "Do you want to do three songs with 
gypsy musicians for the soundtrack?" I said, "Fuck 
yeah!" and so I stretched a bit artistically and also 
fortunately the record came out and it was and is 
a big huge hit in France and I had a number two 
single off it as well. Which in turn helped get 
more attention for my new album. 


Brut: Do you like being thought of as an actor? 


Iggy: Yeah, but hopefully as a good one. What's 
interesting about that is that the dips in the media 
who don't really appreciate or understand music 
or think it's worth anything, well, they shit their 
pants when you do films. Suddenly you're getting 
more space [in articles] and they're listening to 
you more earnestly. Because if you're in a movie, 
you've been anointed by God. So you play that 
card too if you have to in order to survive. An- 
other thing that happens is that you meet a lot of 
really capable people and, you learn from them. 
You learn discipline and you learn about writing 
and that's because the movie business is a far 
more literary profession than rock and roll. It got 
me dreaming about writing a script. 


Brut: Are you working on one now? 


Iggy: Not yet. I would really like to. I really won- 
der if I have the ability. It's something I really 
want to try. I just don’t know if I can do it or not. 


Brut: Do you believe rock music, or any art form, 
can cause people to do things they otherwise nor- 
mally wouldn't do? 
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Iggy: I buy it on one hand but on the other hand - 
and this includes things Гуе written - I think these 
people are just waiting for the key. When I was 
eighteen I was a sheltered kid and really strictly 
disciplined. But the second І got out of school, I 
got myself a band, I got a gig and a Stones’ record 
and a Dylan record. And they were both nasty lit- 
tle records and I listened to them over and over. 
And the more I heard the wilder I рог... And I 
started drinking . . . And I went to jail for the first 
time. 


Brut: So rock 'n' roll really fucked you up? 


Iggy: Yeah, but I was just waiting to do it. Wait- 
ing for the key, that's all. 


Brut: Do you think most people have an accurate 
image of what you're really like or do you want 
them to have an accurate image of what you're re- 
ally like? 


Iggy: I don't know and it doesn't matter. It will 
all work out in the end. There is justice in the 
world I believe. 
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ев man! Yes! The results are already in and as І 

write this it’s only September: Monster Magnet’s 

latest effort, Super Judge, is the album (or CD or 
cassette) of the year! That’s right daddy. Just listen to 
what the critics are saying about Dave Wyndorf and com- 
pany’s bluesy psychedelic space stomp. There’s this from 
the semi-literates over at Kerrang: "the sort of album to 
convince you that you've met God;" and this from the be- 
spectacled nerds at The Village Voice: "perfects the over- 
dosed sound . . . clownish delirium;" and the superannu- 
ated scribes at Creem had this to say: "Fuck Seattle, Mon- 
ster Magnet are the heaviest band in America right now." 
I never heard of a band called Seattle but amen to that bit 
about being the weightiest band in the States. Even the 
normally imperturbable Pope of Ohio, Jim Schoene, 
called me up after I sent him a promo copy and started 
babbling about the thing being so heavy he could barely 
lift it and how he was going to buy copies for everyone in 
Columbus and the fact that this revolutionized the whole 
aggro-hippie-metal-sludge thing, etc. 


Jon Kleiman Dave Wyndorf Еа Mundell Joe Calandra 
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Зо anyway, the Brut 
staff really dug Super 
Judge and when the pre- 
ternaturally sweet Laura 
Morgan over at А&М 
called and asked if we 
wanted to talk to foun- 
der and guiding light, 
Dave Wyndorf, we 
feigned indifference - 
didn’t want her to think 
we were uncool you 
know - but Laura let me 
tell ya, on our end we 
were actually laughing, 
giving high-fives and gig- 
gling like maniacs. Of 
course, we wanted to 
talk to Monster Magnet. 
No Laura. We have no 
interest in getting down 
with one of the coolest 
bands on the planet. No 
interest at all. Love ya 
babe. If the face to face 
with Lou Reed and Den- 
nis Hopper falls 
through, we'll get back 
to ya. 


We did. But don’t tell 
Laura that Lou and Den- 
nis don’t even know we 
exist. We’ve actually 
convinced her that Bru- 
tarian is a full time thing 
and that there’s a gaggle 
of showbiz bigwigs just 
dying to talk to us. 


Y Dom, 
alem 


Brut: Congratulations on making 


High Times’ highest high of the 
month page or whatever the fuck 
they call it. Have you seen it? | 
know it’s the culmination of a life- 
long dream. 


Dave: I'm flattered really, although | 


haven't seen it. | never get to see 
any of the stuff written about us. 
We're never in one place long 
enough to actually see anything. 
Eventually they, the record com- 
pany, send over all our press clip- 
pings but it's usually months after 
the fact. 


Brut: How about telling our readers 


how the "Monster Magnet thing" 
came together. Now, you started 
out as a fourteen year old punk in 
a band called Shrapnel? And you 
were already drinking heavily, 
which is, of course, very com- 
mendable. 


Dave: (Laughs) Well, it was my first 


year in high school. It was pretty 
much drinking and trying to act 
like | was in a rock band. It was ac- 
tually a pretty good time but my 
memories are conveniently hazy 
thanks to alcohol and pot. So all | 
really remember is the good stuff 
and not the bad stuff. Although 
there must have been bad stuff 
but most memories have been 
washed away. 


Brut: Yeah, well one of the bad 


things might have been that some 
of the people who hung around 
you became casualties of war. I’m 
thinking of that friend you lost at 
the Hawkwind concert. That's а 


great story. 


Dave: | went to a Hawkwind con- 


cert at the time of Shrapnel. And | 
was taken by a guy who use to 
take kids in the neighborhood to 
shows. Now that | look back on 
it, the guy was probably either a 
pervert or just a good Samaritan. 
I’m still not sure. Anyway, we 
went to New York to see this 
show. And my friend Clarke, that 
was the guy's name, had amassed 
a concert sized kit of acid and 
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PCP. And all the way up to New 
York he started with the "Whooo, 
whooo, Hawkwind, tonight!" and 
putting hits of acid and PCP on 
people's tongues. After about the 
second round | started spitting the 


stuff out on my hand. But this guy, 


Clarke, just kept going. So by the 
time the drive was over with and 
we were outside the Academy of 
Music in Manhattan, this guy had 
had about nine hits of PCP and at 
least thirteen or fourteen hits of 
acid. So everyone's looking at 
each other and saying, "Jesus, 
Clarke's a human time bomb. 
Let's keep an eye on him." So we 
get into the show, finally, and 
Clarke immediately starts spinning 
like a top. First on his feet and 


then on his head. Disappeared for 


a good hour. Of course, Hawk- 
wind's playing for, God, | don't 


know how long. Hours and hours. 


And we're sitting there kind of 
brain dead staring into the strobe 
lights and trying to hold our lunch 
in. And at that point | started to 
think about Clarke and suddenly 
there he was. Dead center aisle 
running directly into Hawkwind, 


jumps on stage and disappears into 


the light show. Somehow he be- 
came part of the show although | 
can remember a big heavy hand 
constantly pushing him off the 
stage. But the upshot: Clarke 
hasn't been the same since. He 
went gray within two days of the 
concert. 


Brut: And now he's a bag person, 
living on the streets. 


Dave: Yeah, he's a homeless per- 
son. In our hometown. It’s kind 


of weird seeing a person you grew 


up with moving across town just 
to become an indigent. 


Brut: You survived, however. But 
you had to work at a lot of shitty 
jobs, menial things, until Monster 
Magnet got going. One of your 
nine to fives was at a comic book 


store which | think has to be about 


the worst gig you could have con- 
sidering the idiots, real brain dead 
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idiots, you have to deal with оп а 
daily basis. Morons who take 
Spiderman's personal life seriously. 


Dave: True. If anything is going to 


lower your opinion of humanity 
it’s working in a comic book store. 
First, it was cool: "Hey free com- 
ics! This is great!" Then it became 
me versus the Star Trek people. 

It was like a human zoo with me 
as an ineffective keeper. 


Brut: And what about having to dis- 


cuss Wolverine as literature or me- 
dieval motifs in Sandman? How 
did you keep from punching peo- 
ple out? 


Dave: At first | dealt with it the way 


you would with a guest in your 
house and you'd just allow them 
to be themselves. And after 
awhile, after you worked there 
awhile, well after you’ve worked 
anywhere awhile, you start turning 
bitter. And then | became a bitter 
freak. | was suddenly the guy who 
was more interested in writing 
songs - | had my guitar there - and 
people would come up and do the 
whole "You know | think Spider- 
man was better when he had the 
black costume" bit and | would 
scream back "C’mon man, get a 
grip on it okay? It’s a comic book. 
That'll be seventy-five fucking 
cents! Alright?" 


Brut: Exactly. 


Dave: After awhile | gave these peo- 
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ple names to alleviate the bore- 
дот... the horror! The regulars, 
a huge succession of people who 
were just obsessed with one thing 
or another. And | gave them 
names like The Evil Bloated 

Stench or Diaper Man. I've sup- 
pressed а lot of 'em. The worst 
day was when The Evil Bloated 
Stench and Boo Radley came in on 
the same shift. Boo Radley was a 
forty-five year old emotionally dis- 
turbed man who talked way under 
his breath and would name capital 
cities of the world and their transit 
systems and babble about the new 
Flash show on TV. Interchange- 


ably. | didn’t have the heart to yell 


at him but after awhile | finally 


snapped and did. The Evil Bloated 


Stench was a three hundred 
pound maniac who just wanted to 
buy and talk Baby Cart. My God. 
Who cares? 


Brut: So how did we get from the 
demimondaine of the comic book 


to Monster Magnet? It seems light 


years away from The Evil Bloated 
Stench. 


Dave: | wrote songs during store 
hours and then go home and re- 
cord them on a four track. And 
later get together and jam out 
with the guys whoever was 
around. 


Brut: Whom you certainly didn’t 
meet in the comic book shop. 


Dave: Tim - [an advisor and friend] 
worked in a record store and Jon 
had a combo that was a Butthole 
Surfers-Police kind of thing and | 
started jamming with them be- 
cause they just started to learn 
how to play guitar. This was 
about five years ago. And | had 


just taught myself how to play two 
finger guitar at that point and | was 


writing songs and putting them on 
a four track. Then we went out 


and began to do these noise things 


on the weekends at whatever 
place wouldn’t throw us out. And 
once | decided to start playing my 
songs that’s when the band 
changed and we got a bass player 
and a drummer and it turned into 
a [real] band which became Mon- 
ster Magnet. 


Brut: You know | remember all that 


Wham-O toy shit but | don't re- 
member Monster Magnet. Why 
did you pick that toy as the name 
of the band? And why did you re- 
ject The Grinning Gibbon which | 
really liked? 


Dave: The Grinning Gibbon is a 
great name. Actually, we were 
The Grinning Gibbon and any of 
like a dozen others. Madness of 
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the Mongoose was another as well 
as Airport 75. 


Brut: That's the film with Linda 
Blair being sung to by nun, Helen 
Reddy. 


Dave: Right (laughs). That's the 
worst of the Airport films | think. 
Anyway, we would send out these 
tapes from the four track with the 
same songs on them to different 
record companies and use differ- 
ent band names . . . Heroin Mule. 
Monster Magnet was just another 
name and the guy who actually 
picked the tape up and put our 
first single out just picked up the 
tape with "Monster Magnet" on it. 
So we said, "Okay, that's our 
name." 


Brut: So from there you put out a 
couple of cassettes on Cool Beans, 
a mini-LP on Glitterhouse, an LP 
on Caroline. How did you get to 
a relatively conservative record 
company like A&M? Hardly the 
ideal marriage. 


Dave: Well, really, | don't know 
what the ideal marriage is aside 
from staying home and working in 
the kitchen making four tracks. 


Brut: Did they approach you or did 
you approach them? 


Dave: They approached us. Actu- 
ally, we were approached by 
about five or six companies at the 
same time after we got back from 
Europe. We opened for Soundgar- 
den who are really great guys by 
the way. They gave us twenty-five 
minutes every night and were re- 
ally supportive. 


Brut: Any country in Europe receive 
you better than another? 


Dave: Germany. They Seig Heil a 
lot. They really are intense people 
who want to explore different 
sounds. Holland of all places and 
they're the complete opposite of 
the Germans. | think they take 
the "freak" thing better. 


Brut: | hear echoes of Blue Cheer 
and Sabbath in your sound. Could 
you tell us why you think these 
two are so popular today and their 
influence so prevalent? 


Dave: Plain, blunt, boneheaded 
heaviosity. 


Brut: Remember when we were 
younger, how universally reviled 
those bands were? It just wasn’t 
hip to even think about them. 


Dave: No, no it wasn’t. It’s one of 
those things where if you look at 
the rock history books you'll see 
that they didn’t get the reviews 
but they did sell a lot of records. 
And they were handed down to lit- 
tle brother and so the influence 
just grew. Let's not forget too, 
that a lot of times the first time 
people smoked pot was to bands 
like Black Sabbath. And they were 
real. They were depressing but 
real. So maybe people when they 
got over the whole punk rock 
thing, they climbed down from 
their chair and said "You know 
Black Sabbath really are cool." 


Brut: You do a cover of a Hawk- 
wind song on the LP. So you 
know about them too. Tell me 
why hasn’t there been a resur- 
gence in Hawkwind’s popularity 
on the order of Sabbath’s. 


Dave: Because they were never that 
big in the first place. Sabbath 
toured all the time and had a big 
record company behind them. So 
they got the distribution behind 
them that allowed them to be a 
big deal. Hawkwind was always 
like a cult thing. And in a lot of 
ways we're all a lot better off that 
Hawkwind remains relatively ob- 
scure. Although they ve influ- 
enced a lot more bands, especially 
in Europe, than you might think. 


Brut: This whole drug culture sensi- 
bility that you, | wouldn't say par- 
ody, that you have fun with, how 
much is that a part of your crea- 
tive life? Do you find certain drugs 


allow you to work more creatively 
or to perform at a higher level? 


Dave: Any kind of adventure you 
have is going to show up in the mu- 
sic that you do. 


Brut: You see, | have trouble work- 
ing while on dope for instance. 


Dave: Аз well you should, man. It 
distorts your brain and stops a lot 
of thought processes. It closes 


you up. 


Brut: But does it help with the lyr- 
ics? Your lyrics clearly betray drug 
influences or experimentation. 
Maybe I’m off base here but | 
don't think you're drinking coffee 
while writing about boarding up 
the windows of your room and 
eating a mountain of pills. 


Dave: Ah, not so. Sometimes I’m 
drinking coffee when | write and 
sometimes I’m not. The main 
thing is is that drugs can be a tool. 
And they can be a fool's tool too. 
It's pretty much laughable when 
you think about trying to get inspi- 
ration from something that closes 
your brain off. | think what hap- 
pens though is that the drugs close 
a certain part of your brain off and 
force distortion and different inter- 
pretation. 


Brut: Do you guys go on stage in al- 
tered states at times? 


Dave: Yeah, it depends on what's 
around and how much sleep 
you've had and whether you can 
actually get up on stage. 


Brut: Now | also heard that at one 
time or another you were into 
helping the crowd along. Did you 
really dose an entire audience at 
one of your shows with LSD? 


Dave: Yes. It was a club crowd and 
it was a big mistake. 


Brut: Tell us about it. 
Dave: Well, the whole thing got re- 


ally, really nasty. ! think it just 
brought out all the paranoia in the 
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audience. Nothing might have 
happened if one of the members 
of the band hadn't spilled the 
beans to the crowd. And then the 
crowd had to kill us so we had to 
split. 


Brut: They stormed the stage and 
tried to take you apart, huh? 


Dave: Not at first. Initially some- 
body would wander on the stage 
and yell something and then wan- 
der back. Then his friend doing 
the same thing. Then both would 
wander up. Then three friends 
would wander on stage and... 
Well, we wanted Altamont Il and 
we got it. 


Brut: Yes and that’s what helps 
build the legend. 


Dave: Yeah, right. It’s a good thing 
the stage had a door in the back 
leading to the outside. We just 
got out of there with our lives. 
Threw everything in the suitcases 
and just ran out. 


Brut: One of the things the incred- 
ibly fit staff here likes about you 
and the band is that you overin- 
dulge in drugs and alcohol at times 
and still stay incredibly healthy and 


sober minded. You're living proof 


that you can party like a maniac 


and still be courteous and creative. 


Quite impressive. 


Dave: You gotta keep moving. You 
can’t do drugs and just stay still. 
You just wind up as a fucking turd. 
If you let the tail wag the dog 
you're in trouble. You can use all 
these substances or whatever you 
do in life and get something out of 
it. Use it positively, creatively. As 
soon as you stop getting some- 
thing out of it then you stop doing 
it. So if it starts fucking with you 
and you end up sitting around like 
a potato just watching ty, it’s time 
to stop. Stop with whatever it is: 
drugs or alcohol ог... That's the 
way | spent most of my teen 
years. But sooner or later you've 
got to realize "Hey, the sharks 
gotta move, man. You gotta keep 
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moving." And if you do, you'll realize you're 
recuperative powers are amazing. But don't 
take my word for it. Remember Jack 
LaLane? He said essentially the same thing al- 
though they threw him off NBC for saying 
"You know as long as you stay healthy you 
can do all kinds of drugs. You can smoke 
cigarettes, you can..." And they kicked 
him off. 


Brut: So let’s talk movies. Your sensibility 


seem to be firmly affixed to the cinematic 
backwater. | see you’re a great admirer of 
both Roger Corman and Russ Meyer. 


Dave: Russ Meyer definitely. Anything Cor- 


man did that dealt with drugs. Bad trip 
scenes in drug related movies were definitely 
а major influence on me. All the Harry- 
hausen stuff with flying saucers. It's just 
magic for me. In my mind | always have pic- 
tures of crude puppet-like things flying 
around. Actually, as with so many things, | 
don't have to think about them, they just 
make themselves apparent. They're there 
without my having to bring them up. 


Brut: That reminds me of the Brad Dourif 


character in this creepy little film called Body 
Parts. He's a painter who's had his ampu- 
tated leg replaced with one from a killer. Or 
maybe it's a hand or an arm. | don't remem- 
ber. Anyway, he starts painting these really 
disturbing pictures and someone asks him 
where do you get these ideas, how do these 
images come to you. And he looks the per- 
son straight in the eye and says, "They don't 
really come to me. They float by me and | 
just pluck them out of the air." 


Dave: They do. It's almost like hearing voices. 
With lyrics and music the stuff bounces 
around inside and eventually it has to come 
out. It’s not just a matter of making it up. 
It's a matter of memory, influences, a trap 
and release of something later on. 


Brut: But when those things whatever they 
are, stop floating by you or erupting from 
within you, whatever metaphor you choose 
to employ here... 


Dave: Writers' block (laughs). That's when 
you put the shotgun to the head. But I’m not 
worried. It's great that I’m getting paid for 
writing and thinking what | want. You can't 
ask for more than that. Аз long as I’m al- 
lowed to do that I’m not gonna get blocked. 


HERE I Foun? $ 


by Randy Palmer 


Wee know my deepest, 
darkest secret? Something 
I've kept locked away іп my skele- 


ton closet until right now this 
very moment? 


Too bad, I ain’t tellin’. How- 
ever, I'll tell you about something 
else. I’ll tell you about when I 
was a member of Anton Lavey’s 
Church of Satan, cuz this story 
has a certain Halloween-ish fla- 
vor to it. 


I’ve still got my inferno-red 
Church of Satan membership 
card. Even though I’m no longer 
an active member I keep it as a 
memento of the story you’re 
about to read. When I joined the 
CoS, I didn’t have to sell my soul 
or anything like that. If you’ve 
read Lavey’s Satanic Bible, you 
know that kind of Satanism exists 
only in (usually bad) fiction. How- 
ever, one did have to "expose" 
one's soul, in a manner of speak- 
ing. To make certain a new pros- 
pect had a genuine interest in 
Lavey's philosophy, and was not 
just a creep or weirdo, the CoS 
had a kind of "test" that was de- 
signed to weed out real sickies. 
On that test were about thirty to 
forty questions of various types. 
(In later years the test was 
pruned to about a dozen ques- 
tions.) The "flags" were concep- 
tual ringers like "Describe your 
Satanic ideology" or "Give us your 
description of Satan." If your an- 
swer was something like, "He'sa 
big, red guy with horns and fangs 
and a barbed tail," you wouldn't 
get one hoof in the door. There 
were other questions that weren't 


as obvious, but those are two that 
I've never forgotten. 


Once you were "in," the CoS 
sent you a suggested reading list 
of books which Lavey thought 
were important. For example, 
The Republic by Plato, The Hu- 
man Zoo and anything by H. P. 
Lovecraft (not quite a satanic phi- 
losopher, Lovecraft's stories em- 
bodied a certain "mechanistic ma- 
terialist" view of the Universe 
which struck a chord with Lavey). 
You also got a subscription to The 
Cloven Hoof, a bi-monthly publica- 
tion containing philosophical and 
esoteric occult articles written by 
high-ranking members of the CoS 
with occasional pieces by Lavey 
himself. Contrary to popular be- 
lief, there was not all that much 
material concerned with what peo- 
ple generally think of as "black 
magic." 


Did such things exist? Actu- 
ally I had my doubts initially; I 
was more interested in the CoS as 
a paradigm for the kind of philoso- 
phy I thought made a lot of sense - 
or at least more sense than other 
religious dogma. Sure, there 
were chapters in The Satanic Bi- 
ble about "magic," but I took it all 
with a grain of salt. PerhapsI 
should've read those chapters 
more thoroughly. 


Raising Hell 


3 it turned out, I got every un- 

asked question answered in a 
single night shortly after becom- 
ing an official CoS card holder. 
Along with the introductory info, 


the CoS sent new members a ten- 
digit number. This happened to 
be the most important item in the 
information package, because it 
was the telephone number of a re- 
gional CoS representative: A rev- 
erend, or leader of the local CoS 
bat-pack. I knew about the 
phone numbers in advance, and I 
figured I'd get the number of 
somebody in New York or Penn- 
sylvania or maybe even Maryland 
if I was real lucky. (I was living 
in the Washington metro area at 
the time.) 


Well, surprise surprise sur- 
prise. The phone number I re- 
ceived was for Reverend E - who 
lived a mere half-mile away. My 
God, I thought, how many people 
actually belong to the CoS? Was 
it just coincidence that my closest 
contact lived right up the street, 
or had Lavey's macabre minions 
grown so wickedly widespread 
that his church had ceased to be- 
come a "cult"? (I'm probably mak- 
ing it a lot more ominous sound- 
ing than it really was, but hey - 
that's just good, yellow sensation- 
alistic journalism, y'know?) 


Lavey's community is not the 
devil-worshipping evildoers soci- 
ety's mainstream would like you 
to believe they are. There are no 
sacrificial ceremonies with slaugh- 
tered babies and decapitated 
goats and blood gushing between 
the undulating sweating bodies of 
women & men twisted into orgias- 
tic knots of decadent delight. 
That always sounds good in books 
and magazine articles, but that's 
not what happens. There are al- 
tars, yes, but they're not for sacri- 
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ficing. They're, uhm, decorative, 
a kind of window-dressing, if you 
know what I mean. 


Now I don’t mean to imply 
that these people are merely harm- 
less eccentrics. The fact is, they 
(or at least the members I met) 
aren’t eccentric at all. They are in- 
telligent, successful people who 
banded together under Lavey’s sa- 
tanic umbrella to share with one 
another their personal belief & en- 
thusiasm in a system of values 
and morals that the ordinary mem- 
bers of society might find objec- 
tionable. But only bible-thumping 
Christians would brand these peo- 
ple "evil." 


However - and this is probably 
what scares some people - the indi- 
viduals who make up the majority 
of the CoS do wield a certain 
power, and they wield it in several 
ways. First, the CoS recognizes 
one’s accomplishments outside the 
church and rewards one equitably 
on the inside. If you’re a truck- 
driving Satanist, your diabolical 
disposition carries less weight 
with Lavey than if you’re, say, the 
president of the local Teamsters’ 
union. Some might call this un- 
fair, but the hierarchical structure 
prompts members to strive for 
high goals, which is, in and of it- 
self, not a bad thing. So the more 
you make it, the greater the re- 
wards within the Inner Sanctum. 


The most important of the dev- 
ilish dividends bestowed upon a 
reasonably successful, upwardly- 
mobile person - someone the CoS 
would be "proud" to call a member 
of the Infernal Empire if such alle- 
giance weren’t strictly confiden- 
tial - includes esoteric knowledge 
that can be applied to the practice 
of (there really is no other term 
for it) "magic." Call it black or 
white - terms which Lavey dis- 
dains - the surprising fact of the 
matter 13... magic works. 


Into The Inner Sanctum 


| ll never forget the night I found 
out just how well it works. Asa 


new member of the Evil Elite. I 
was invited to an initiation cere- 
mony at the Rev. E’s grotto (term 
for a regional extension of the 
CoS). It happened to be around 
Halloween of 1974, so Rev. E com- 
bined my initiation rites with an- 
other ceremony celebrating one of 
the church’s most important holi- 
days. (In order of importance, sa- 
tanic holidays include one’s own 
birthday, Halloween, and Walpur- 
gis Nacht, the eve of April 30/May 
1.) When I arrived at the local 
grotto I was greeted by Rev. E and 
a handful of acolytes, all appar- 
ently in their twenties or thirties. 
We had a nice dinner prepared by 
the reverend, and then it was time 
for the ceremony. 


The participants donned black, 
hooded robes - exactly like those 
you see in films like Horror Hotel - 
and filed into the altar room. 

Here were candelabras outfitted 
with black candles, one or two 
black lights... and an altar 
draped in black velvet with an 
open coffin on top. Inside the cof- 
fin lay a human skeleton, glowing 
eerily. (I have no idea if the skele- 
ton was real or not.) Typical Hol- 
lywood horror stuff, right? 


Actually, such outladish accou- 
terments serve mainly as deco- 
rum, a way to get celebrants "in 
the mood," so to speak. (It’s like 
foreplay before sex.) Lavey knows 
we've been conditioned by horror 
films to expect something like 
this, so these symbols have been 
incorporated into the actual ritu- 
als and ceremonies precisely to 
give "flavor" to the proceedings. 


As the air filled with the voices 
of the celebrants, each reciting 
ceremonial gobbledygook from 
Lavey’s Satanic Rituals (a com- 
panion to The Satanic Bible) I was 
startled by a kind of indescribable 
force that began to manifest itself 
around me. Almost immediately I 
realized that this force was being 
generated by the other people in 
the room. I could feel it growing 
stronger by the moment. I wasn’t 
afraid of it; I was in awe of it. I 
felt I could almost reach out and 


touch it. In some ways, it was 
akin to the feeling you get while 
standing submerged in a swim- 
ming pool and running your 
hands through the water; there 
was that kind of "drag" in the air. 


Until that moment, I had 
never given much credence to 
magic and satanic rites and things 
of that nature. It was all Holly- 
wood hokum to me. But that 
night I learned that these forces 
really exit - probably in the same 
way that magnetism exists: you 
can’t see it, or smell it, or touch it, 
but it’s there, and furthermore 
it’s controllable. It might even be 
directable. 


The force dissipated shortly af- 
ter the ceremony ended. As I and 
the others slowly filed out of the 
room one of the participants 
turned toward me and said, "It's a 
nice high, isn't it?" That was hit- 
ting it almost on the head. 


In retrospect, I assume the 
force was a kind of electrical en- 
ergy field generated by the human 
brain and amplified by the focus- 
ing of the will. What else could it 
be? And it’s probably only percep- 
tible when a group of individuals 
are "willing it into existence." The 
fact that I felt the presence of that 
mental energy so strongly must in- 
dicate that it takes more than a 
single brain, a single will, to un- 
leash that kind of power. 


Ithink it's important to note 
that what I experienced was not 
an evil force, or a sinister ray, or 
anything of that nature; it was 
powerful, yes, but it was... 
friendly. That's the term that 
comes readily to mind. As well as 
amazing, amazing that sheer force 
of will could generate a field of en- 
ergy so powerful. 


And that's my Halloween 
story. It's not very scary, but it's 
true, every word. I'm sure there 
are those among you reading this 
who know what I'm talking about. 
If you're one of those, let's get to- 
gether and raise some hell... Ina 
nice way of course. 
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Midnight 
(d) John Russo (981) 


by Dom Salemi 


Eerie screams pierce a blanched sky. The camera roams 
over a brown and barren plain coming to rest on a teenage 
girl with her leg caught in a steel bear-trap. A brood, led by a 
garrulous, middle-aged woman moves into the scene. "Finish 
her off," she tells her eldest son, a boy of no more than ten or 
eleven years. He clubs the shrieking girl several times in the 
forehead. Cut to the inside of a farm house. The coven hov- 
ers over the still warm body of the nubile as she is gutted dur- 
ing a satanic ritual conducted by the harridan mother. 


So begins Night Of The Living Dead screenwriter John 
Russo's first, and as far as | could tell, last directorial effort - a 
delightful movie that is so slimy, so irredeemably greasy that 
you could deep fry fish in it. 


nm 
VOIDS 


After the unforgettable opening sequence, we find our- 
selves in a badly furnished split level town house with our pro- 
tagonist, Nancy, fending off the advances of her stepfather - 
Lawrence Tierney in a role that obviously came quite naturally 
- an alcoholic cop who desperately "Need[s] to see what you 
look like without your clothes on.” Thankfully, the supremely 
mediocre looking Nancy manages to both keep her clothes on 
and escape the lustful embrace of Tierney by conking him 
over the head with a radio. 


Distraught, our heroine decides to run away and soon falls 
in with an attractive pair of young men driving a van to Ft. Lau- 
derdale. The guys, one black, one white, are nice enough but 
kind of simple minded. They only have enough money for 
gas but they think they can steal whatever they need to eat 
from convenience stores. Nancy, concluding that it’s better to 
hang out with petty thieves than child molesters, decides to 
go along for the ride. Big mistake. Soon she finds herself in 
the backwoods of what looks like Pennsylvania waiting for the 
heat to die down. Unfortunately for Nancy and her dimwitted 
friends, the county they’ve landed in seems to have been set- 
tled by descendants of the Sawney Bean clan: an obese hill- 
billy roams the countryside hacking innocent negroes to 
death, bald faced abductions and stabbings are made in 
broad daylight in front of apartment buildings, semi-retarded 
locals run strangers out of town with impunity and cops exe- 
cute people without so much as a "How de do?" 


Nancy winds up in a dog cage next to another girl/victim 
and while she's finally off the stage, Midnight turns into a ri- 
diculous exercise in meaningless violence strongly reminis- 
cent of The Texas Chainsaw Massacre (without the inadver- 
tent art) which obviously served as this film's inspiration. Or 
is that too strong a term for a flick that shows such contempt 
for the genre? 


It's difficult to pin down exactly why Midnight is so deli- 
ciously low. Perhaps because it's so far beyond sleazy it's al- 
most an embarrassment. Still, т many ways, this is a typical 
70s B-movie: simple camera set-ups, impoverished produc- 
tion, atrocious acting (save for Tierney) and a healthy disre- 
spect for authority. There's also that marvelous brown tone 
so prevalent among exploitation films of the era, as if the 
negative had been soaked in excrement. But whether Mid- 
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night is typical or atypical 70$ 
sleaze might be beside the point. 
Because in the final analysis it’s al- 
most impossible to dislike a movie 
whose sole message appears to 
be that it’s better to stay home 

with daddy getting sexually 

abused than declaring your inde- 
pendence and striking off on your 
own. That’s entertainment. 


Stickboy 
(d) Dennis Worden (993) 


by Cole Gagne 


There was lamentation through- 
out the land at the news that Den- 
nis Worden was discontinuing his 
Stickboy comics with issue #6. 
Worden has pretty much turned 
his back on comics; as the Stick 
himself said in #6, "The comics in- 
dustry is one of the most pathetic 
little ratholes in existence! Popu- 
lated by emotionally crippled ego 
freaks who have gone insane 
within the stifling confines of their 
minuscule world.” But although 
the travails of Worden’s long-suf- 
fering, philosophical-minded stick 
figure have come to an end in 
print, Stickboy is still with us - as 
an articulated, three-dimensional 
puppet starring in his very own 
video. 


Stickboy #1 is a 90-minute 
video zine which was (to quote the 
end credits) "written, performed, 
produced, directed, edited and 
screwed-up by Dennis Worden.” 
Along with the ruminations of 
Stickboy, viewers are treated to 
the cavorting of other dolls and 
puppets (including another familiar 
Worden character, the Floating 
Skull); an 18-year-old’s six-minute 
video of himself getting a Stickboy 
tattoo; a hilarious segment of new 
hand gestures formulated to ex- 
press degrees of contempt "less 
stringent" than a full-fledged flip- 
ping of the bird; and a quick look 
through the pages of the currently 
unavailable Stickboy #2 comic. 
(Worden fans with a decent pause 
on their VCRs will be in heaven 


with this one!) There’s also some 
footage from the 1942 U.S. De- 
partment of Agriculture training 
film, Hemp For Victory. Hemp, 
which was suppressed in the 30s 
by big-business interests rather 
than for its high, made a come- 
back in World War I as a useful 
source of rope, material, etc. The 
government produced Hemp For 
Victory to teach farmers how to 
grow it - and if you think you'd en- 
joy the sight of fields of waving 
hemp with strains of "My Old Ken- 
tucky Home" on the soundtrack, 
then you really ought to get this 
video. Worden also throws in 
hardcore record reviews, covering 
some forty recordings (almost all 
on vinyl), including those made by 
the bands Tall Dwarfs, Gila Mon- 
ster, New Bomb Turks, Drunks 
With Guns, Rancid Hell Spawn, 
Beat Of The Traps, and Dr. 
Gunni, with healthy excerpts 
played and a fun look at the per- 
sonalized art of their sleeves and 
labels. 


If Stickboy #1 has a problem, 
it's that a video isn't a comic book. 
Three panels of Stickboy talking 
are three separate drawings and 
three opportunities for Worden to 
nuance and develop his character. 
Three minutes of the Stickboy doll 
talking on video equals one take 
in which nothing you're looking at 
is going to change. Nevertheless, 
Worden's puppets are usually 
very funny as they alternately rag 
the video and insult the viewer. 
Stickboy discharges his MC duties 
by remarking, "I hope you enjoy 
this video. | don’t know how you'll 
enjoy it, unless you’re a pathetic 
moron. But! hope you enjoy it 
anyway. We have no story, no 
plot. Гт host to a big load of crap. 
And if you like it, please stay away 
from me, 'cause you're a very, 
very sick person." Another doll, 
who elsewhere greets the audi- 
ence with "Good evening, ladies 
and pricks,” apologizes profusely 
for what he calls "this horrible, hor- 
rible video." (But the doll keeps 
gagging on his own contrition and 
blows his lines in retake after re- 
take.) Only a Casper The Friendly 
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Ghost doll offers any affection, ex- 
pressing the same heartfelt wish 
in all his appearances: "Blow те!" 


The video ends with a look at 
several of Worden’s paintings. 
"The poor sap is destitute” we're 
told, so all art collectors should 
consider his wares. All collectors 
of funny, crazed DIY video 
shouldn't just consider Stickboy 
#1; they should buy it. ($15 from 
Dennis Worden, P.O. Box 192, 
San Juan Capistrano, CA 92693.) 


АЕ IR UC — — СТИ: 
The "Buttman" Videos 
(d) John Stagliano 


by Robin Kreighdles 


I like big butts and I can not lie 
You other brothers can’t deny 
That when a girl walks in 
with an itty bitty waist 
And a round thing in your face 
You get sprung, want to pull up tough 
"Cause you noticed that butt is stuffed 
"Baby Got Back" 
Sir Mix-A-Lot 


Sir Mix-A-Lot’s homage to what 
many (including yours truly) find 
the most appealing of all feminine 
curves could very well serve as 
John Stagliano’s theme song. If 
Russ Meyer is the King Of Cleav- 
age, then Stagliano is the Duke Of 
Derriere, the High Priest Of He- 
iney. 


Back in the mid-eighties, 
Stagliano directed and appeared 
in a number of standard adult 
films such as Shadow Dancers 
and Mystic Pieces. His offerings 
were generally hot and well-made 
but, stylistically, not much different 
than the hundreds of other skin 
pics on the market. All that would 
change with the release of The Ad- 
ventures Of Buttman. 


Buttman is, essentially, an aver- 
age horny guy with a tush obses- 
sion who prowls the streets and 
beaches convincing women to al- 
low him to videotape them having 
sexual escapades with his friends. 
These are not merely a string of 
unrelated wham-bam-where’s-my- 
paycheck scenes nor just another 
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of the amateur tape [пез that 
flooded the market circa 1990. 
The differences are what consis- 
tently make Stagliano's features 
among the highest-rated of all ti- 
tles reviewed by Adult Video 
News, the industry's premier 
magazine. 


Stagliano's signature is the sub- 
jective camera, a technique which 
creates the illusion of "seeing" the 
action through the eyes of a char- 
acter. The director uses the effect 
to maximum advantage: charac- 
ters play directly to the lens; 
Buttman's hand can be seen 
reaching out to caress a willing ac- 
tress; and, during scenes where 
he gets particularly aroused by the 
subjects' coupling, he'll pan down 
to show the woman tasting his tool 
while she's pleasuring her partner. 
Porn without the "fourth wall." 


Appendage notwithstanding, 
Buttman himself rarely gets in the 
shots. On those infrequent occa- 
sions when he does, care is taken 
to set up a premise whereby the 
camera is manned by a fellow rev- 
eler. 


Though seldom seen, Buttman 
is often heard; the running patter, 
another trademark. The can con- 
noisseur, however, doesn't resort 
to crudity. He's likely to say, 
"Look at that. Wow!" but never 
anything like "Lick it, bitch." As 
such, he comes across as a harm- 
less voyeur rather than a leering 
perv. 


Perhaps another key to the 
popularity of the line is that not 
only Buttman but all the men be- 
have as though they're overjoyed 
to find themselves with such desir- 
able and wanton women. That is, 
the guys react the way your aver- 
age Joe would. None of that ma- 
cho stud crap here. Even physi- 
cally gifted Italian (is that redun- 
dant?), Rocco Siffredi, feigns wide- 
eyed amazement as opposed to 
acting, er, cocky. 


And let's hear it for the ladies. 
Besides breathtaking buns, the ac- 
tresses share a common bond - 
they clearly enjoy their occupa- 
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tion. Yes, skin pic fans, unlike 
those in certain other productions, 
Buttman's players appear to be 
having good, wholesome, raunchy 
fun. |f you didn't know they were 
professional porn thesps (al- 
though quite convincing, the pick- 
ups are staged), you'd think John 
had taped a swingers' convention. 


Stagliano realized an important 
element had been overlooked 
when soft core went hard (so to 
speak): gentlemen prefer tease. 
In adult films, more often than not, 
there's no build-up during the sex 
scenes. Boy meets girl, they 
touch, and, boom, ten seconds 
later drawers hit the floor. 


John, on the other hand, has 
his ladies flirt with the camera, 
slowly undressing and striking pro- 
vocative poses before getting 
down to getting down. Taking a 
cue from the "old days" of T&A 
films, Stagliano allows the camera 
to linger on the women's bodies, 
particularly the lower-half "rear 
view." (He's not called Buttman 
for nothing.) 


It should be noted that 
Stagliano has no qualms about 
running times in excess of two 
hours, a refreshing change in a 
genre where few titles reach 
ninety minutes. Although routinely 
clocking in over the one hundred 
twenty minute mark, the non-sex- 
ual plot line segments linking the 
steamy scenes are quite brief. (In 
other words, you won't wear out 
the remote batteries scanning to 
"the good parts.") 


As with any commercially suc- 
cessful product, there are imita- 
tors. One interesting Stagliano-ap- 
proved spin-off is the Buttwoman 
series, wherein actress Tianna is 
the one peering through the view- 
finder. Some of Tianna's tapes 
are all-girl; others, hetero. There's 
even a Buttman vs. Buttwoman 
video! 


A typical charge presented by 
the anti-pornography crusaders is 
that XXX-rated movies exploit 
women. The Buttman tapes, how- 
ever, poke a very large hole in 
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that dubious claim. Female per- 
formers in Stagliano’s vids aren't 
toys; they are modern women sat- 
isfying their own powerful carnal 
urges, free from hang-ups and 
hypocritical double standards. 


It's readily apparent that 
Stagliano, as the Buttman charac- 
ter and the director, venerates the 
attractive women he casts. If any- 
thing, they are portrayed as supe- 
rior to their male counterparts. 


Regular readers may wonder 
why an "adults only" magazine ех- 
amines so little erotica. The crite- 
rion for Brutarian review is clear- 
cut: the product must be out of 
the ordinary, no matter what the 
medium or genre. 


Despite their far-from-main- 
stream status, adult films rarely 
qualify. But Stagliano’s Buttman ti- 
tles - with their unique perspec- 
tive, extraordinary length, fabulous 
fannies and, most important of all, 
genuine enthusiasm amongst the 
principals - are different enough to 
warrant a look. And viva la differ- 
ence. Recommended titles: 
Buttman’s Ultimate Workout, the 
Bend Over Babes series, Ameri- 
can Buttman In London, Butt 
Freak. 


Hated - GG Allin and the 
Murder Junkies 
(9) Todd Phillips (993) 


by Vic Stanley 


The self-proclaimed last true re- 
bel of the underground went out, 
not in the defiant, self-destructive 
manner he had been threatening 
to for years, but in the time-hon- 
ored, albeit cliched rock ’n’ roll tra- 
dition: overdosing on heroin and 
suffocating on his own vomit. 

Now a drug O.D. might be a color- 
ful means of death for most, but 
for GG Allin’s fans it was a big dis- 
appointment. This revealing and 
unsettling documentary, updated 
to include footage from his fu- 
neral, is a thoughtful and nicely 
conceived testament to, in many 
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ways, a consummate performer, 
one who lived on the edge far 
longer than anyone could have ex- 
pected. 


GG used to maintain that if he 
hadn't become a rock and roller 
he probably would have drifted 
into serial killing or mass murder. 
This might be bullshit, but cer- 
tainly in an earlier era he would 
more likely have been performing 
as a caged geek in a travelling 
side show, biting the heads off 
rats and chickens and mutilating 
himself with razor blades while 
aghast spectators mutely tossed 
loose change at him from a safe 
distance. 


A key factor in Allin’s notoriety 
was the volatility and supposed un- 
predictability of his live perform- 
ances. However, GG’s shows, 
while not choreographed in the 
way a Michael Jackson or Ma- 
donna concert is choreographed, 
certainly had a blueprint. And the 
people who went to see him had a 
pretty good idea what was on that 
blueprint. Thus, despite repeated 
statements to the contrary, unpre- 
dictability was simply not a key ele- 
ment in a typical GG Allin show. 
On any given night, you could ex- 
pect slight variations in a perform- 
ance, but the following is generally 
what you got: 


1. GG's band, the drug addled 
Murder Junkies provide backing 
consisting primarily of loud, dis- 
torted semi-punk rock. 


2. GG, whose crudely tattooed, 
battle scarred and edema bloated 
carcass is displayed in all its na- 
ked obscenity, except for boots, 
gloves and spiked dog collar, 
croaks indecipherable lyrics about 
rape and his diarrhea soaked 
anus in a ragged, guttural voice. 


3. GG prowls the stage like a 
rabid jackal, smashing any object 
within reach and hurling the frag- 
ments at the crowd. 


4. GG pummels his own already 
badly dented skull and/or slashes 
his indiscriminately mutilated body 
with shards of jagged metal and/or 
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broken glass. Profuse bleeding 
follows shortly thereafter. 


5. GG inflamed by the sight, 
smell and taste of his own blood, 
lunges at the transfixed audience, 
punching and kicking its members 
who punch and kick right back. 
That is, if they are still conscious 
or not doubled over in pain or dis- 
gust. 


6. GG, when the spirit moves 
him, unleashes a bowel move- 
ment, and if hard, takes a bite and 
then proceeds to smear much of it 
over his body. The remainder 
Allin pitches at the few hardy 
souls who have not already run 
screaming from the club. There 
are several variations on this 
shtick: sometimes fans shit on 
GG, GG shits on fans, or GG 
watches while fans shit on each 
other. Various rectally contami- 
nated foreign objects, such as hot 
dogs or bananas, are also em- 
ployed, many of which Allin greed- 
ily devours. Occasionally, a par- 
ticularly spunky fan, either male or 
female, will perform some form of 
sex act with the plucky GG. The 
clever ones just piss on him. 


After twenty or thirty minutes of 
such hijinx, the few overstimulated 
GG fans remaining loose them- 
selves in Dionysian abandon. The 
outraged club owner - who should 
have known exactly what to ex- 
pect and probably did - calls the 
cops. GG escapes through the 
back door, either to a safe house 
or a nearby hospital. The follow- 
ing day, if Allin is lucky, there is a 
slight mention of the "perform- 
ance” in the local paper. Usually 
this does not occur unless GG has 
been arrested or the club has 
burned to the ground. 


Of course, if Allin had been truly 
“unpredictable” he would have oc- 
casionally passed out condoms, 
safe sex pamphlets, balloon ani- 
mals and daffodils, then per- 
formed all-acoustic sets of James 
Taylor or Barry Manilow songs 
while flipping peace signs to the 
flabbergasted crowd. The film pro- 
vides evidence that GG had the 
potential for such off-kilter subtlety 
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by showing him performing a solo 
acoustic version of Warren 
Zevon's "Carmelita." 


Perhaps, most startling, is the 
film's revelation that Allin isn't 
nearly as creepy or cretinous as 
some of his band members or his 
audience! In fact, the Allin "gang," 
both past and present, is simply a 
rogues' gallery of social misfits. 
There's the Murder Junkies drum- 
mer, Dino, an addle-brained burn- 
out suffering from the residual ef- 
fects of decades of glue sniffing 
and prolonged incarceration for in- 
decent exposure. The moronic 
Dee Dee Ramone, yes, it's that 
Ramone, appears to let us in on 
the fact that he was too stupid to 
last more than a week as an Allin 
band member. The even more mo- 
ronic pot smoking high school cro- 
nies of GG, middle aged burnouts 
hopelessly mired in the inertia of 
small town life, also make an ap- 
pearance. Oh yes, some context 
is provided for all of this thanks to 
an interview with Merle, GG's soft- 
spoken but bizarre looking 
brother, who explains that it was 
their dysfunctional family that pro- 
vided the impetus for Allin's sca- 
tologically bent career. 


For the past several years, Allin 
insisted that he was postponing 
his on-stage suicide until he had 
reached his "peak." To kill himself 
beforehand would endanger the 
possibility of his soul gaining im- 
mortality. In reality, GG had dug 
himself into a creative rut he had 
no hope or desire of ever burrow- 
ing out of. There simply was no- 
where else to take his "art" aside 
from suicide, on-stage or off, but 
as time went on GG demonstrated 
continuing reluctance to fulfill the 
deadly promise he had made to 
his audience. And as intense and 
as pure as he may have fancied 
himself as a performer, Allin, at 
this point, was simply going 
through the motions. Going 
through them the same way that 
Elvis did in his performances in 
the last few years of his life. To- 
ward the last, GG was wearing his 
mantras of hatred, rebellion and 


angst like a bad tux and | think, in 
the end, he knew it was time to 
check out. 


So it ended. Not with a bang 
but with a whimper. In a cheap 
Lower East Side apartment. A 
blue face and a vomit covered 
body. GG we hardly knew ye. 
The world will not shortly see thy 
like again. Forever more thou wilt 
be known as the king of shitty 
rock. The mass is over my chil- 
dren go in peace. 


Duel 
Steven Spielberg (1971) 


by Brian Johnson 


Normally, you wouldn't even 
think of watching a movie starring 
the nominally talented Dennis 
Weaver. Or a made for television 
film. Or a flick made by Steven 
Spielberg on a minuscule budget. 


Mull this over: Duel is all of the 
above and what's more, it’s imagi- 
native, suspenseful, and well 
crafted. 


Yes, Weaver is the star but he 
gets to play a role that suits him 
perfectly: а wimpy traveling sales- 
man named, ironically enough, 
David Mann. Mr. Mann makes 
the seemingly harmless mistake 
of passing an enormous eighteen- 
wheel diesel truck on a remote 
California highway. He should 
have known better. If your first 
name was David would you want 
to get within a country mile of a 
truck named Goliath? То do so 
would surely be tempting fate. 
David, not being of a literary bent, 
decides he would rather lead than 
follow. And is nearly killed for 
such hubris when Goliath - we 
don't ever see the driver during 
the course of the film, we only 
glimpse an arm and boots - waves 
David on and into an oncoming 
car which avoids him only by the 
narrowest of margins. What en- 
sues thereafter is a deadly and 
mind-blowing cat and mouse 
game that takes up almost the en- 
tire running time of the film. 


Dennis Weaver in Duel 


Duef's conceit is obvious and 
something of a cliche: the unpre- 
dictability of dame fortune who, 
with one turn of her wheel, can 
transmogrify even the most mun- 
dane act into a catalyst for a hor- 
rendous and possibly life-threaten- 
ing experience. The man versus 
machine theme is equally hoary. 
Spielberg doesn't concern himself 
with any of this. He's far more in- 
terested in "transmogrifying" the 
truck into a monster: a huge, 
filthy, rumbling, omniscient beast. 
A beast, moreover, which seems 
to awaken the slumbering spirits 
in other machines whose path it 
crosses: a train blows its horn in 
what sounds like approval of the 
trucks' acts; a bus "traps" 
Weaver's car under its bumper; 
automobiles "deferentially" allow 
Goliath unencumbered passage. 
Unnerving stuff and none of it 
strikes a false note. Before thirty 
minutes or so are gone, Spielberg 
has our hearts skipping a beat 
every time we see Goliath in 
Weaver/Mann's rear view mirror. 


Spielberg also does a nice take 
on the city versus country theme 
so often employed in modern hor- 
ror films. Usually, we'd expect the 
rural bumpkins to be aggressive, 
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actively pursuing the neurasthenic 
urbanite played by Weaver. Here, 
however, Spielberg has his rustics 
simply ignore Weaver's cries for 
help, thereby increasing our un- 
ease, our feelings of dislocation. 
Weaver/Mann is truly trapped in- 
side his own nightmare and taking 
such an active interest in his fate, 
because we empathize, so in a 
very real sense are we. 


Duel was originally made for 
television and first aired on ABC's 
Movie Of The Week. Boasting a 
script by Richard Matheson 
(adapted from a short story of his) 
and employing the no-music strat- 
egy of Hitchcock's The Birds, the 
film created such a stir that fifteen 
minutes were tacked on so that it 
could be released as a full-length 
feature in Europe. Spielberg 
would follow up, a year later, with 
the equally impressive (and ex- 
ceedingly scary) tele-pic Some- 
thing Evil. Although today, his 
name is almost synonymous with 
empty-headed "entertainment," 
Spielberg's first filmmaking effort 
was an unassuming little gem, 
and, it almost goes without saying, 
one of the best TV originated 
flicks ever. 
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Kitten With А Whip 
(d) Douglas Heyes (964) 


by Aaron Lee 


There’s no sleaze like 60s 
sleaze. | mean, | don’t want to 
sound reactionary, but what does 
the twenty-screen Cineplex have 
to offer the post-AIDS thrill 
seeker? Patricia Arquette in True 
Romance? Fuck you! She may 
have dressed trashy, but Tura Sa- 
tana could break her back with 
one hand. Madonna in Body of 
Evidence? Look at the hag, are 
you kidding? f | want really un- 
safe sex I'll throw іп my Jayne & 
Leon Isaac Kennedy tape. And 
Sharon Stone . . . please, girl- 
friend, take the money you made 
pretending you didn't know they'd 
cram your crotch down the throat 
of every fool who paid to see Ba- 
sic Instinct, and buy some boxer 
shorts. For you and Michael, I’m 
sick of his bare ass. Give me atti- 
tude, give me danger, give me... 
ANN-MARGRET! 


Kitten With A Whip is more like 
it. A seedy, ugly little melodrama 
that actually lives up to its reputa- 
tion. Which, as anyone who's sat 
through Zardoz lately will agree, is 
pretty rare for a major studio "cult 


film" (Paramount in this case . . . 
and this is pre-coke, so what were 
those executives thinking?). 
Writer/director Douglas Heys has 
concocted a dark clumsy, denial- 
based morality tale in the self-right- 
eous Reefer Madness vein that al- 
ways makes for big fun, i.e., we're 
shown teenage girls in their under- 
wear driving drunk in an effort to 
discredit that pressing societal ill: 
teenage girls in their underwear 
driving drunk. 


Our hero is the idealistic but 
wishy-washy suit-and-tie guy 
David Stratton (played with stick- 
up-my-ass perfection by John 
Forsythe, a man who has awak- 
ened to the sight of Joan Collins 
naked without her wig on more 
than once). He's running for "of- 
fice" (office is never made clear - 
he's just your generic Hollywood 
"politician") and one crazy week- 
end while the wifey's out of town, 
just before he's gonna announce 
his candidacy, a seventeen year 
old blond bombshell named Jody 
B&E's his house. Hilarity ensues. 


Jody, the j.d. whirlwind is not 
played by Ann-Margret, the 
proper term to use when talking 
about this performance is channel- 
ling. With her chubby face and 


Ann-Margret and John Forsythe in Kitten with a Whip 
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perfect hair, it's hard to envision 
this spoiled Tinseltown brat as the 
kind of scheming "suck-yew-buh" 
who can take Dave hostage with 
one breathy whisper of "statutory 
rape." But when Ann cuts loose, 
she cackles, screams, cries, and 
runs from one end of the subur- 
ban house to the other bouncing 
off all the walls. Fresh from her 
good-girl star turn in Bye Bye 
Birdie, “Jody" allows you to wit- 
ness a kind of thrilling career sui- 
cide. Suicide because as tempt- 
ing as it always is - especially for 
an up and coming young actress - 
to take a part that allows her to let 
it all hang out, she runs the risk of 
being forever typecast as a vi- 
cious slut or a slatternly bimbo. 
And when you're good enough to 
shout lines like "Oh, kill me quick, 
| never had it so good!" and not 
make the audience laugh, you're 
practically begging cinematic 
death in more ways than one. 


The film is at its best when it al- 
lows Jody and David to match 
wits. Well, half-wits anyway, since 
this isn't exactly a face off be- 
tween Dorothy Parker and Noel 
Coward. But Jody's got a plan, 
man; she'll emasculate the middle- 
aged clod with taunts and hipster 
jive, then she'll literally purr with 
pouty feline come-ons. David? 
He's the clod remember? So he's 
going to sputter with inchoate 
rage, threaten to call the police 
then go all bleeding heart when 
Jody blames it on society. The ob- 
vious question - Why doesn't he 
just throw the bitch out? - will be 
apparent to only the most astute 
La-Z-Boy psychoanalysts. He 
doesn't want to, he's having the 
time of his fucking life! The cam- 
eraman does his gosh-darndest to 
make sure the whore-dog audi- 
ence feels the same way, shoot- 
ing straight down Jody's low-cut 
blouse every chance he gets 
(David's p.o.v.?). 


Unfortunately, the rest of Jody's 
gang shows up (one of those teen- 
age movie gangs you have to be 
at least twenty-five to join), and 
ringleader/evil beatnik Ron now 
becomes the center of what was 


ALL FORMATS: NTSC / PAL / SeCAM 


VIDEO SEARCH 


<> EF МРН ПРААН 


SPECIALIZING IN EURO АМО АЅІАМ EXPLOITATION 


WRITE FOR YOUR FREE CATALOG 
PO BOX 16-1917, MIAMI, FLORIDA 33116-1917 


WRITE OR CALL FOR INFO 


once our undivided attention. Al- 
though he’s got some choice mo- 
ments (like stopping a fight with 
"Cool it, creeps, co-exist!"), Brown 
lacks the manic energy necessary 
to keep up with the overheated 
narrative. Things don’t pick up 
again until the whole cast jumps 
into David’s "bucket," and force 
him at shaving cream and razor 
point (don’t ask) to drive them to 
Tijuana. 


Come on, Рт not really giving 
anything away if | tell you Jody 
bites the big опе, ат I? Ever 
since God fried Patty McCormack, 
the bad seeds gotta pay. Even if 
Jody turns out to have a heart of 
gold, and tells David "You're the 
only man who ever did something 
good for me . . . without wanting 
something bad." Even if the last 
line in the movie is "Maybe it's a 
mistake to feel sorry for kids like 
that. But then, maybe it's a mis- 
take notto." Butthen, maybe if 
it's a choice between John 
Forsythe and death, dead is bet- 
ter. (Available from Video Search 
of Miami.) 
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Lers get one thing straight between us (er, 
ahem). The movies you see reviewed in this col- 
umn, these "nudies" and "roughies," these sex- 
ploitation" films, this . . . "smut" if you will... / 
like ет! | watch tons of them every week and 
will probably see a couple more in the next six 
hours alone. | stare at this garbage - often into 
the wee hours - until my watery bloodshot eyes 
can take no more. That's why the wise folks at 
yer favorite magazine have asked me to "critique" 
this slop. Not happy with mere reviews mind 
you; not content with boring plot summaries, but 
wanting sincere, hard-felched recommendations, 
the kind men like! Bear in mind that, save for a 


ARIAN 


few exceptions, we pay for most of the crap re- 
viewed here just like the average wanker does! 
Mucho dinero too, si? So you know we're into 
this shit. Don't you see? We truly love this trash 
and would never steer ya wrong! If you want to 
waste your time reading trivial info on these fuck- 
flicks, go elsewhere. Hell, during most screen- 
ings our hands are too damn busy to take mean- 
ingless notes. (I originally wanted to call this col- 
umn "Masturbate Theatre," but the ed.s nixed it in 
favor of a more mythologically pretentious title.) 
You wanna know where da real shit’s at? Read 
on oh brothers of the bone... 

Special thanks to Bill Watts and Joseph "3: АМ" Johnson. 


by Brian Horrorwitz 
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SEXY PROIBITISSIMO aka THE 
MOST PROHIBITED SEX (1963) 


An entertaining nudie from director Gino Mor- 
dini and it’s in glorious black-and-white. (Strange, 
the trailer for this thing was in color on the Twisted 
Sex Trailers Vol. 7 tape. Hmmm...) Although 
there were several sound dropouts on my copy, the 
picture is quite clear and nicely letter-boxed in the 
accessible ratio of . . . oh, sorry! Thought I was writ- 
ing for some other rag. Let'ssee... where was I? 
Oh, yes... 


Tits! Lots of 'em! All shapes and sizes and no 
ugly surprises! After an introductory tease, we are 
taken on a strip through time by a comically smug 
narrator as he hosts a 64 minute journey through fa- 
mous historical striptease acts. (What? You don't 
remember reading about any of this in history class? 
Sheesh. Ya shoulda' gone to high school in Burtons- 
ville, Maryland like I did.) The flick begins with a 
Manson-like caveman (I get it! А family movie!) 
who witnesses the first striptease ever! Those 
naughty neanderthals! Along the trek we get to 
feast our orbs on such sin-arios as Salome and the 
Dance of The Seven Veils and Cleopatra stripping 
slowly before your eyes for an udderly moo-ving 
milk-bath. We also get to visit other various true-to- 
life historical figures such as Frankenstein's Mon- 
ster and an unnamed vampire. There are thank- 
fully brief comic interludes which may remind you 
of The Benny Hill Show but mostly it's strip after 
strip! The narrator plays everything for laughs - 
"Wow! Get a load of those legs!" The film ends with 
a young female astronaut crash landing on an un- 
known planet inhabited by "horrible beings!" Of 
course, all we ever see are a bunch of goofy anten- 
nae with eyeballs at the ends sticking up from be- 
hind the rocky terrain. Alone and frightened, our 
brave astronaut does what any red-blooded woman 
would do in an intense situation such as this: off 
with the helmet and space suit, and va-va-voom! As 
she does her thang, the director cuts to hilarious re- 
action shots of the monsters' antennae bouncing 
around! All-in-all, a light-hearted and fast-paced 
frolic with a lot to look at, if you know what I mean. 
(Something Weird Video) 


CHRIN OF DESIRE (1332 


That's "chain" as in "daisy," Sherlock. Boring, 
pointless un-sexy piece 'o' shite filmed in Manhat- 
tan by some dude named Temistocles Lopez. A stu- 
pid series of short stories which work like this: Per- 
son A leaves person B who has an affair with person 
C who gets picked up by person D, etc., etc., blah, 
blah, blah, 22222... Not only is there very little ac- 
tual sex or nudity (male or female) in this preten- 
tious pseudo-erotic time-waster, but what's left is so 
dull that it makes Golden Girls seem absolutely 


ON PICTURE PUBLIC: 
ment wishes to call 
to a most unusual, 


TO THE MOTI 
The manage 
your attention I 
provocative, picture: 


SEE: The Girl 
SEE: The Girl ang the Dog! 
for Girls Club! Fes cue 


SEE: The Roman 
Senate strip for life! 


boner-inducing by comparison. At the end, Temi- 
baby throws in an AIDS reference to try and redeem 
this mess of future film-leader. 


TOKYO DECADENCE (1992 


Is it me, or do movie theater audiences seem to 
generally overreact to even the slightest bit of weird- 
ness in flicks? The crowd I saw this with murmured 
and giggled like little grade-schoolers over the smal- 
lest bit of kinky behavior. Look! A partially nude 
woman doing a bump-n-grind in an office window of 
a high-rise! Tee-hee! How shocking! Granted, it’s 
not everyday you see a Japanese businessman get 
reamed with a dildo by an alluring oriental domina- 
trix who then forces him to drink a bowl of her piss, 
but, honestly, what's the big deal? This film isn't re- 
ally all that explicitly decadent, but it is rather enter- 
taining. The print I saw was all scratchy and worn- 
out, giving it that "snuff-film" look. Directed by 
writer Ryu Murakami (based on his own novel), the 
story basically follows one young "call-girl" from one 
sordid interlude to another. Along the way she has 
minor brushes with drug use, mob hijinx, pseudo-ne- 
crophilia, bondage, and other fun goings-on. I can't 
seem to recall her name, but ... whatsername... 
usually ends up playing the submissive partner in 
some sort of role-playing sex-act. (This appears to 
be a trend in most Japanese films of this ilk. Dou- 
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ble-hmmm...) At one point "she" decides to try and 
track down her now married ex-lover. As "she" wan- 
ders around in a burnt-out daze, the film ends in a 
somewhat Fellini-esque manner. Although quite 
suggestive, nothing that shocking is ever actually 
shown. Okay, so maybe I’m just a jaded sick-fuck. 
Not a bad flick at all if you’re into classy Japanese 
soft-core sleaziness. And while it’s very well made, 
it’s never quite as over-the-top as the title implies. 
Unlike... 


CAPTURED FOR SEX 2 (1992 


(Wait! I haven’t seen Captured For Sex 1 yet! 
How am I gonna understand what’s going on?) 
Y’know something, after being forced to watch even 
the most depraved foreign films, it seems to me that 
the Japanese have a certain knack for making the 
most sadistic and brutal ones that are also the most 
artistic and technically competent. They appear to 
have a market over there for full-length movies that 
are short on plot or "narrative," but big on violent 
sex. (Anyone ever see Queen Of S&M? You say 
you've never heard of that one either? 'Scuse me 
while I put this bag over my head.) Most of the re- 
ally decadent Japanese stuff ends up on home video 
or laserdisc. The result, perhaps, of direct market- 
ing for "private use." This particular flick looks to 
be a shot-on-film hardcore release. It’s difficult to 
tell since Japanese pornos have the genitalia kinda 
blurred-out or digitalized like they do with those peo- 
ple’s mugs on Cops. Captured For Sex 2 is about a 
man and his girlfriend - Chingo and Miki - and what 
happens to them after they’re abducted into the 
household of a bearded sicko. After tying them up, 
the unnamed kidnapper proceeds to put Miki 
through all types of creative tortures. They really 
should’ve called this film Captured For Roping, 
Whipping, Nipple-Pinching, Candle-Burning, Nee- 
dle-Jabbing, Cucumber-Raping, Forced Rug-Munch- 
ing and Other Naughty No-No’s 2. Throughout the 
torment, most of which is directed at Miki, Chingo 
doesn’t seem phased one bit. Rather, he seems to ap- 
proach it all rather inquisitively as confirmed by ti- 
tle cards displaying his thoughts: "Му dick is shrink- 
ing in fear. How come she’s so wet?" (Man, ol’ 
Horacio must’ve had a field day working on these 
subtitles!) After a failed escape attempt, Miki gets 
her pubic hair shaved off and Chingo gets the pleas- 
ure of having the shaving scum spread all over his 
chin! "Why? Why is this happening? My dick is get- 
ting hard." Well, thanks for sharing with us Chingo 
ol' pal. 


Eventually Chingo convinces the man (Hey - 
"Chingo And The Man" - wasn't that a t.v. show? 
Oh, sorry.) to be his teacher and train him in The 
Ways Of Whoopee. Beardo introduces him to an ar- 
ray of sexual devices such as the vagina-spreading 


"Sko-unit" and the butt-peering "Komon-Kyou." To- 
gether they find a tennis-playing cutie who Chingo 
invites to "Kimono my house!" Before the new girl's 
abduction, Miki had received an intense enema and 
butt-plug session. When Chingo returns with his 
new prize he "un-corks" her and, guess what? She 
likes it! (You can tell this film is very realistic.) 
Mike decides to call her girlfriend over for a little 
"party." Then she's kidnapped апа... ah, well, you 
get the idea. 


C.F.S.2 is well-photographed using creative an- 
gles which give the film an artsy look that is gener- 
ally not found in most hardcore porn. The sound- 
track "music" is an array of quirky electronic "blips" 
that suggests a mental imbalance in all of the partici- 
pants. The characterizations are vivid if somewhat 
unrealistic in motivation. I mean, how many men 
do you know who would sit idly by and watch some 
drooling goon shove a flashlight rod up his girl- 
friend's snatch? Okay, guys, put yer hands down. 
Elegant, sleazy, degrading towards women and vege- 
tables, yes, but . . . is it erotic? That's for you to de- 
cide. I wonder if Captured For Sex 3 will be in 3-D? 
(Video Search Of Miami) 


VRRIETERSE (1954 


Man, do I love flicks like this. Irving Klaw di- 
rected this recently re-discovered burlesque time- 
capsule featuring Betty Page and the stunningly 
beautiful and highly under-rated Lili St. Cyr. The 
film presents a burlesque show from beginning to 
end, complete with hosted introductions by Bobby 
Shields, singing and dancing acts, and very corny 
comedy routines. One guy actually uses the "Take 
my wife. Please!" line as if it were the first time 
that joke was told. Perhaps it was! Female imper- 
sonator Vicki Lynn does his/her thing too. Betty 
only appears once, briefly in the beginning. Most of 
her dance is accompanied by superimposed S.W.V. 
letters (you figure it out) but otherwise this color 
film, transferred from a mint negative, looks great. 
Oops! There I gc again! Although Lili St. Cyr says 
she regards this film as just another job for her, she 
sure does manage to steal the show. We are con- 
stantly teased with shots of Lili in her dressing 
room preparing for her act. At the end of the movie 
she does an erotic but very elegant strip. And even 
though this flick was directed by Irving Klaw, no 
one gets tied-up. Varietease is low budget but it's 
bawdy and tasteful in the truest burlesque sense. 
Films like this, as well as Klaw's Teaserama (1955, 
also from Something Weird Video) are a joy to 
watch. In spite of the nonexistence of plot, they are 
nostalgically entertaining and are often sexy in a 
way that movies today are not and, in all likelihood, 
will never be again. (Something Weird Video) 
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| These Movies Don't Walk 
А On The Wild Side... 
THEY RUN ! 


SLEAZEMANIA ОМ PARADE 
Watch with delight as Johnny turns 
a real Hollywood parade into a сеје- 

bration of cool sleaze! This is 
rounded out by an excellent assort- 
ment of 50s & 60s trailers. 


MONSTER SHOW 


of 505 8 60s teendom. 
Wild & wonderful! 


LOST, LONELY & VICIOUS 1959 b&w 


Hot babes & cool dudes up to no good. ‘50s J.D. erm town 


exploded 


at its best! From 35mm. 
when а 


RFEW BREAKERS 1958 b&w 
Hang with the hep crowd in this must-see 505 
anti-drug epic. 


TEENAGE GAN 1966 b&w 


Very obscure, very sleazy teen gang weirdo mad- 


ness! Highly recommended. From 35mm. 
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PAGAN ISLAND 1960 b&w 
Way-out tropical nudie-cutie from the amazing 
BARRY MAHON! From 35mm. 


POT, PARENTS & POLICE 1971 
Fun & obscure anti-drug propaganda flick 
STARRING JOHNNY LEGEND! » = 

BEAUTIFUL GIRLS 5... ^ ` 


TEENAGE 
GANG DEBS 


d м || POT, PARENTS 


YOU'VE RUINED ME, EDDIE! 1958 b&w 
When a spoiled rich girl gets knocked-up, all hell 
breaks loose. Great & rare teen sleaze! 


COTTON PICKIN' CHICKEN PICKERS 1967 
Take some popular country music stars, threw in a 
past-her-prime bombshell (GRETA THYSSEN) and 
you've got yourself a perfect down-South drive-in 
flick! 
THE SP. VERS 1958 
Sexy, fast, & sticky exploitation action ílick that 
packs a mean punch! 
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All orders shipped UPS Ground. Please 
allow 3-4 weeks for delivery. Personal 
checks must clear before shipping. Please 

add $3.00 postage for first tape. $1.50 
each additional tape. For overseas orders 
add $7.00 per tape. Canadian orders add 
$5.00 per tape. All videos recorded at SP 
mode on name-brand tape. A signed state- 
ment that vou are 18 or older is required. 


Retailers: Inquire about quantity discounts! 


AM tapes come with bull- 
color, wrap-around boxes! 


46 


A couple of people, not many, but enough, 
have written letters to Uncle Oz express- 
ing confusion over his rating system. 
“How the fuck can you," a typical question 
begins, "spend an entire short review 
trashing a film and then give it a full six 
pack? What, you think we’re stupid? If 
something sucks you don’t give it your 
highest rating? You give it your lowest. 
Dumb shit, what are you high or drunk 
when you’re writing this crap?" Well, my 
friends, actually I’m usually a little bit of 
both when writing my caustic and cyni- 
cally penetrating reviews, and по | don’t 
think any of my readers are morons (Ho 
Hah Ho) but let me explain the system to 
you. If a flick is a unique viewing experi- 
ence, it gets a full six pack, even if it made 
me puke while watching it or if it forces 
me to hide the fact, even from my closest 
friends, that | actually saw the damned 
thing. Take Man Behind The Sun for in- 
stance, a movie so vile that only psycho- 
paths and neanderthals could profess to 
like it. It was easily the most disgusting 
film ole Oz has ever seen. | needed to 
drink a case of Olympia just to get 
through it. My rating? A full six pack. Or 
take a film | was watching just last night: 
Captured For Sex 2 (available from Video 
Search of Miami). An hour and a half of 
girls having foreign objects shoved up 
every bodily orifice, whipped within an 
inch of their lives and spattered with hot 
wax. | was horrified. My rating? Of 
course: a full six-pack. Do you see what 
Pm getting at here? If a film is a work of 
genius as with anything made by 
Kurosawa or Welles both you and l are go- 
ing to need to drink a six pack to forget 
how stupid we are by comparison. Ка pic- 
ture is horribly vile or incredibly moronic, 
we'll want to be just as happily medicated 
in order to justify our sitting through it. It 


all has something to do with the nether 
reaches of polar opposites eventually con- 
verging. Don't worry about it. №$ a meta- 
physics thing. You wouldn't understand. 
Read on... 


RISING SUN - (d) Philip Kaufman (1993): Asians 
of every shade of yellow are yelling their exqui- 
Sitely shaped heads off about the supposed Japan 
bashing going on in this film. And if your idea of ra- 
cism is to portray a people as industrious, honor- 
able and intelligent then Rising Sun is certainly 
one of the most despicable entertainments you're 
ever likely to see. Oh sure, some of the Jap busi- 
nessmen are shown engaging in a little illicit extra- 
curricular activity in their private bordellos. Sure, 
many of the Nipponese muscle men are identified 
as former members of the Japanese Matia 
(Yakuza). And yes, a number of these suits from 
the Land of the Rising Sun are depicted as cut- 
throat negotiators. But this ain't Japan bashing. 
This is BUSINESS! Just like the kind conducted in 
the good ole U S of A And speaking of conduct- 
ing, it's a crying shame that ponderous auteur 
Philip Kaufman (Unbearable Lightness of Being, 
Henry and June) has chosen to orchestrate these 
proceedings as if he's leading the Berlin Philhar- 
monic in a performance of Mozart's Requiem. In 
the process, Kaufman wastes a wonderful tum by 
Sean Connery as a retired LAPD special services 
liaison called upon to solve the murder of a glamor- 
ous prostitute at the ЦА headquarters of a high- 
tech Japanese corporation. Adding insult to injury 
for both Connery and the viewer, the irrepressibly 
irritating Wesley Snipes is ordered by the script- 
writers and the Los Angeles' police to tag along. 
Kaufman doesn't have much of a story and he 
doesn't have a clue as to how to generate sus- 
pense, consequently he ends up literally begging 
us to be amused by the interchanges between his 
two leads. (I say "begs" because the dialogue is vir- 
tually devoid of humor.) Which is a terrible mistake 
because Connery, who has more talent and cha- 
risma in his index finger than Snipes possesses in 
his entire body, simply erases widdle Wesley from 
the screen. So no matter how wise Wesley cracks 
or how many karate kicks he throws you're still 
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looking at Sean. Even when Sean's not really do- 
ing anything. Still, things look gorgeous and it's 
always a pleasure to watch Mr. 007 interact with 
talented veterans like Harvey Keitel and Mako. 
High school dropouts and marginally literate indi- 
viduals might find some of the "revelations" con- 
ceming Japanese culture and mores rather in- 
sightful. If you're that intrigued, imerse yourself 
in a few of the titles corraled at the postscript to 
Crichton's novel. But the rest of you will most 
likely be bidding this flick sayonara long before 


it's over. E 
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NOWHERE TO RUN - (d) Robert Harmon (1993): 
Jean Claude Van Damme decides he's really an 
actor, the studios humor him and we get some go- 
dawful cross between Shane and Mr. Majestyk. 
The skinny: Van Damme is a bankrobber on the 
lam who stumbles onto Roseanna Arquette’s 
farm. Roseanna is being pressured by develop- 
ers to sell her spread (her farm not her pussy) at 
firesale prices. Van Damme beats off cops, 
goons and retarded hayseeds and saves the day. 
But not the movie. Vicious bloodletting and even 
more vicious brawls are sacrificed for earnest 
scenes between the luscious Arquette and brain 
dead Van Damme. Ozzy really can't blame the 
Muscles from Brussels for assaying a more sensi- 
tive role and finds it difficult to completely dis- 
miss a film which asks Ms. Árquette to walk 
around in the altogether not once but twice. Oh, 
and girls and gays, you get to see a lot of 
Claude's rib meat and buttocks so let's just cut 
the crap about the inherent sexism in martial arts 
films. If you want to pick on somebody for pan- 
dering to the passive male gaze pick on Cynthia 
Rothrock who had her face and body markedly al- 
tered just so she could pick up a few more shek- 
els at the box office. JR. 


IE 


ROMPER STOMPER - (d) Russell Crowe (1992): 
Russell Crowe took a lot of heat for this putatively 
sympathetic story of a band of Australian skin- 
heads. Ozzy, however, fails to see anything at all 
agreeable about this group of feral misfits. They 
worship Hitler, talk like pinheads, live not unlike 
animals and when not drinking themselves into 
an insensible state, look for small groups of Orien- 
tals to beat the shit out of. If this is an attractive 
portrayal of racist louts then my aesthetic sensi- 
bilities must be failing. And if the film has any 
message it's that violence begets violence and 
that hatred poisons the mind and irredeemably 


tamishes the soul; hardly themes likely to endear 
the filmmakers to the White Resistance. So in 
Ozzy's humble opinion, Romper Stomper is so 
far beyond politically correct it's righteous. But 
for those of you who don't care about such things, 
director Crowe throws in ample doses of nudity, 
ultra-violence, politically incorrect behavior and 
foullanguage. Plus a gut-wrenching rumble be- 
tween the addled Áryans and what seems like 
half of Vietnam in a sustained sequence so mas- 
terfully shot and edited that you'll find yourself lit- 
erally crying out in pain at every blow, at every 
kick and punch that lands. Just goes to show 
what a person can do with a hand held camera 
and a good eye. (Available from Video Search Of 
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THE FUGITIVE - (d) Andrew Davis (1993): One 


of the most ludicrous and boring television series 
of the sixties has been turned into an expensive, 
curiously uninvolving, two hour plus Hollywood 
film starring Harrison Ford as a smaller eared ver- 
sion of the narcoleptic David Jansen. For those of 
you unfamiliar with the TV series, it featured the 
adventures of one Dr. Richard Kimble, wrongly 
convicted of murdering his wife. Kimble claimed 
the perpetrator was a mysterious one-armed man 
but of course no one is willing to believe a handi- 
capped individual capable of such a heinous act. 
Wnhy? Well, even a child knows that once you 
lose a limb you become as weak, morose and 
docile as а lamb. Anyway, here, as with the TV 
show, Dame Fortune allows Kimble to escape 
from custody whereupon he immediately sets out 
in hot pursuit of the abhorrent amputee. Unfortu- 
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nately for the good doctor, there's а bulldog of a 
detective in hot pursuit of him. The Fugitive be- 
gins spectacularly with an incredible bus crash 
and train derailment sequence then unbelievably, 
fails to generate any momentum thereafter. The 
glaring weaknesses of a rather tedious screen- 
play are markedly exacerbated thanks to perfunc- 
tory direction and soporific performances by a 
clearly uninspired cast. Yale graduate Tommy 
Lee Jones, his tongue firmly planted in his cheek, 
bemusedly strives to inject a little life into these 
tired proceedings, but is not given any support; 
he’s bouncing ideas off actors unwilling or incapa- 
ble of serving as comic foils and off a director 
who is far too solemn to notice. Look, I know this 
thing made tons of money but since when was 
commercial success a guarantee of aesthetic 
worth? Oh really? So you're willing to argue that 
Jurassic Park is a better film than Citizen Kane? 
Take a walk, jackass. b р 
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THE NIGHTMARE BEFORE CHRISTMAS - (d) 


Henry Selick (1993): There were many reasons 
Ozzy didn't want to see this stop-motion animated 
feature. Let us count them: (1) It's a Disney pro- 
duction albeit released under their Touchstone 
trademark; (2) The director's sole claim to fame 
was animating the Pillsbury Doughboy; (3) It's a 
musical; (4) Danny Elfman wrote both the music 
and the lyrics; (8) The film is based on a poem- 
script by Tim - Don't Call Me Lord Dunsanay - 
Burton written over ten years ago... So go fig- 
ure, the pic is a dark, devilish, delightful master- 
piece, one of the finest works of fantasy ever pro- 
duced for the screen. It's a simple tale, a bit of a 
reworking of Dr. Seuss’ How The Grinch Stole 
Christmas. Here, Jack Skellington, The Pumpkin 
King of Halloweentown blunders into Christmas- 
town and decides to take-over Santa Claus’ gig. 
Being a ghoul, Jack doesn't quite get the X-Mass 
thing (he tums the Elves’ toys into creatures that 
would rather play with you then have you play 
with them, outfits his sleigh with a coffin and 


skeletal reindeer, etc.) and nearly ruins the Yule 
for all of Christendom. None of this begins to hip 
you to the incredible sets (think Charles Addams, 
Gahan Wilson and Edward Gorey), the unbeliev- 
ably clever and playful monstrosities posing as 
characters, the diabolical set pieces (the Oogie 
Boogie torture of Old Saint Nick is a gasser) and 
the witty and ingenuous score so you'll just have 
to experience this Nightmare for yourself, daddy- 
o! As for the actors behind the toons, well, half 
the fun with flicks like this is trying to figure out 
the name behind that almost recognizable voice 
but since you'll probably be too busy gawking to 
even worry about such nonsense let me throw out 
a few: Chris Sarandon, Catherine О’ ped Wil- 
liam Hickey, and Paul Reubens. f^ 
3313 
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DR. LAMB - (d) S Lee 2 Ап elegant 
but pointless exercise іп decadence, Dr. Lamb is 
the fitfully involving story of a demented Hong 
Kong cab driver and the cops who try to track 
him down. Looking back on things, I have to say 
that "demented" is probably too innocuous a term 
for a young man whose hobbies include murder- 
ing and dissecting prostitutes (the choice parts of 
which he keeps as memento mori) fondling little 
girls and engaging in desultory necrophilia. The 
film opens promisingly with some police proce- 
dural sequences leading, in tum, to our little 
Lamb getting himself arrested by the police as a 
result of his foolishly attempting to have photos of 
some of the aforementioned depravities devel- 
oped by a retail establishment. (Why is it that lu- 
natics refuse to believe that dark room workers 
actually look at the photos they develop?) At this 
point, Ozzy was thinking that this was going to be 
some kind of twisted study of a serial killer or a 
sociological diatribe on the nature of violence 
and how society condones certain kinds and cen- 
sures others, but his hopes were quickly dashed 
when the flick degenerated into a rather clinical 
series of horrific flashbacks with monotonous 
voice-over narration by our obviously bored anti- 
hero. Director Lee tricks the whole thing out with 
glossy lighting, neon noir atmosphere and surreal 
amounts of glistening rain but none of this is able 
to disguise the fact that neither he nor his screen- 
writers have anything to say. Unless you think a 
beautiful cinematographic study of a serial killer 
and the men who pursue him is some kind of 
statement. Ozzy's not sure so he'll give this one 
four cans. (Available from Video Search Of Mi- 
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TRAUMA - (d) Dario Argento (1993): It took 
Ozzy three tries but he finally made it all the way 
through this anemic Argento offering. "Anemic" 
because there's little blood spilled in this frac- 
tured tale of a mentally ill girl’s attempts to un- 
cover the identity of a serial killer decapitating 
people with what looks like a battery operated 
garrote. Poorly paced, largely devoid of sus- 
pense, saddled with a soundtrack that would 
have embarrassed Ed Wood, Jr. and without even 
one of the bravura stalk and slash sequences for 
which Dario is so justly celebrated, Trauma is for 
Argento completists only. Oh yes, that’s Piper 
Laurie, Frederick Forrest and Brad Dourif behind 
those atrociously dubbed voices. And listen 
Dario, I don’t want to sound too picky but you 
don't have to be a surgeon to know that a severed 
head cannot speak. You see, Mr. Maestro of the 
Macabre, when you sever the spinal column you 
also sever the vocal cords making it impossible 
to... Oh, never mind. (Available from Video 
Search of Miami) "IB 
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HARD TARGET - (d) John Woo (1993): Boy, to lis- 
ten to the critics tell it you'd think that Hong Kong 
action auteur Woo had laid an egg with his initial 
Hollywood outing. You read the reviews too, 
didn't you? "This doesn't measure up to T'he Kil- 
ler." "Mr. Woo obviously had no control over the 
final cut." "Devoid of all the magic one finds in 
the overseas efforts." Bullshit! This flick is just 
about as good as anything Woo's done and in ad- 
dition, you get a pretty fair performance from Van 
Damme in the title role. In this one, set in the 
steamy clime of New Orleans, Jean Claude plays 
Chance, а bumt out Viet Nam vet who, needing 
the money to ship out on a steamer, agrees to 
help a beautiful young woman track down her 
missing father. What the duo accidentally un- 
Cover is a nefarious international hunting club run 
by Lance Henriksen which arranges for rich over- 
seas trash to track and kill down-on-their luck 
Nam veterans. Of course, Lance can't let Van 
Damme and his girlfriend traipse around shooting 
their mouths off so he calls out what appears to 
be the Louisiana National Guard and after an un- 
believable chase and battle through the French 
Quarter hies the plucky duo into the Bayou and 
the arms of Van Darume's irascible bootlegging 
uncle: Oncle Duvet (Wilford Brimley). All of this 
culminates in a mind-boggling battle in an aban- 
doned warehouse which makes the Tet Offensive 
look like a minor traffic accident. And for Woo 
fans, let me add that Hard Target is dazzlingly 
paced, filled with the trademark Woo camera 
work - low angled tracking shots, tight close ups, 


slow-mo in the midst of action sequences - and 
nicely seasoned with remarkable balletic fights, 
splendid poetic violence, and risibly breathtaking 
shoot-outs. And for the rest of you, let me just 
make one thing perfectly clear: they just don't 
make movies like this. Not in America. Not in Ja- 
pan. And now that Woo's left, not in Hong Kong. 
Not anywhere: The man is a fucking genius. 
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THE CRUSH - (d) Alan Shapiro (1993): You know 


if Ozzy took home movies of that cute little girl 
next door running around in her pseudo-Victorian 
bathing outfit and showed it to his friends he'd be 
busted for child pornography quicker than you 
could say, "Michael Jackson." When you've got a 
major Hollywood studio bankrolling you, how- 
ever, it's a different story. And speaking of story, 
here we've got Cary Elwes (Princess Bride, 
Dracula) as an up and coming news magazine 
writer trying to fend off the advances of the amaz- 
ingly nubile, right neighborly but woefully under- 
age, Alicia Silverstone. When Elwes does the po- 
litically correct thing and rejects Alicia, she goes 
ballistic and starts making his life a living hell. 

It's all fairly suspenseful and God, I don't kmow if 
it was the bourbon or the late hour, but watching 
Alicia (relax, she's actually a consenting adult) in 
various states of undress had me howling like a 
wolf at a full moon. Jennifer Rubin, in the thank- 
less role of Elwes’ girlfriend also doffs her 
clothes but lovely as she is, what she has to offer 
simply pales in comparison with that of our lovely 
litle piece of jailbait and her shapely little ass. 
Yeah, okay, right, get mad at me. What about the 
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sickos who spent over fourteen million dollars 
making this potboiler a minor hit? At least ГИ 
stand up like a man and admit I've got serious 


problems. m ы m 5” 
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- (d) Tony Scott (1993): What 


are the odds of seeing two great movies in a sin- 
gle day? And without having to leave the friggin' 
multiplex? Yeah, about the same as you winning 
the Publisher's Clearinghouse sweepstakes after 
mailing back the card with the "no" box checked 
off. But it actually happened to Oz. And he owes 
it all to his pneumatic girlfriend, also something 
of a literary type, who convinced him to sneak 
into this one after viewing Hard Target because 
she wanted to see a movie scripted by Quentin 
Reservoir Dogs Tarantino. "Scripts don't mean 
shit," I yelled at her as she dragged me into a tiny 
theatre on the other side of the concrete bunker 
they called a cinema complex, "Next you'll be tell- 
ing me Joseph Mankiewicz, not Orson Welles 
was the real auteur behind Citizen Kane!" Well, 
ashamed as I am to admit it, scripts must mean 
shit, how else to explain a hack like Tony Scott 
producing something as ingenious as True Ro- 
mance? And Jesus, Mary and Joseph, it’s the 
script Tarantino wrote before Reservoir Dogs! 
Several years before. It’s kind of a Bonnie & 
Clyde thing about a girl (Patricia Arquette who's 
brilliant) and her smart talking hubby (Christian 
Slater who isn't so brilliant but at least he’s 


stopped doing Nicholson) trying to unload a half 
million dollars of uncut heroin while staying one 
step ahead of the Mob. There are so many efful- 
gent scenes and performances here that it would 
take me about twenty pages to talk about it all but 
let me just single out the confrontations between 
Dennis Hopper and Christopher Walken, and 
Christian Slater and Gary Oldham, sequences 
that will be talked about and debated as long as 
people continue to watch movies, and the de- 
nouement which announces well in advance ex- 
actly what's coming and still manages to make 
you giggle and gasp in astonishment. I've heard 
that Mr. Tarantino is writing a script for the next 
John Woo Hollywood production. The knees 


buckle, the mind FEE М, P BR. 
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CITY HUNTER - (d) Wong Ching (1992): First, 
the bad news: the latest Jacky Chan flick is 
based on a Japanese comic and it’s not directed 
by him. So the film is even more childish than 
usual; almost infantile at times as a matter of fact. 
Now the good news: City Hunter is an entertain- 
ing refashioning of Steven 5еда!'$ smash hit Un- 
der Siege (which itself was a reworking of Die 
Hard) with Chan adroitly assaying the role of a 
bumbling detective tailing a runaway heiress. 
And instead of a plot or a story we get: an incred- 
ible chase bit involving a couple of dozen kids on 
skateboards, a duel in which Jacky and his over- 
developed adversary are transmogrified into 
video game characters, a stalwart gambler wield- 
ing razor sharp playing cards, gratuitous violence 
involving much idiot karate and even more idiot 
gunplay and a climactic battle between the villain- 
ous mastermind and our plucky Chinese hero fea- 
turing some of the most breathtaking athleticism 
and comic hand to hand combat you're likely to 

ее... um, er, oh yes, outside of a Jacky Chan 
movie. Most of which Ozzy's seen so he can only 
give this one four cans. (Availables from Video 
Search of Miami.) BOE ^f) 
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THE GOOD SON - (d) Joseph Ruben (1993): A 
nice variation on the "bad seed" theme with a sur- 
prisingly effective Macaulay Culkin in the title 
role. Well actually this cute little kid who comes 
to live with cuz Culkin while his dad (David 
Morse the mousey-looking dork doctor who got 
raped by a hyped-up black con on St. Elsewhere) 
closes a deal in Tokyo and tries to put the recent 
death of his wife behind him is the good son. I 
think. The title's kind of symbolic and it confused 
Ozzy who was watching this one with a terrible 
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hangover the upshot of attempting to put а heart- 
breaking Jet loss to the Eagles - How the fuck do 
you blow a 21-0 lead? - behind him. Anyway 
what you're gonna like about this exercise in the 
obvious is how plausible it all is. The good kid 
doesn't wait too terribly long before trying to tell 
the adults how crazy Culkin is; the adults don't 
wait too long before asking how crazy Culkin is; 
and Culkin doesn't wait too long before he gets 
real teed-off over everyone asking how crazy he 
is and starts fucking with everybody. Little Ma- 
caulay with his watery, limpid blue eyes, ob- 
scenely erubescent lips and dull and brutal look 
of faux stupefaction is genuinely creepy as the 
psychotic prepubescent. Ruben, the director of 
the wonderful black comedy The Stepfather, 
doesn't let Culkin overact, in fact he keeps a 
fairly nice reign on the little shit, something the 
morons who were responsible for the Home 
Alone atrocities were apparently unable, or unwill- 


ing, to do. bb lb Б. 
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RUN AND KILL - (d) Billy Tang (1993): You 
know Oz likes to think he's jaded, he enjoys assur- 
ing himself that he’s seen it all (Man Behind The 
Suns I, Папа Ш, Rhinestone). Ozzy thought there 
was nothing left that could awaken his hopelessly 
jaded palate. NOT ANYMORE. These guys in 
Hong Kong just don't give a shit. You hear me? 
They just DON'T give а shit. They'll do anything 
to get your attention, and if that means throwing 
little old ladies out of windows or immolating 
even littler children and then having the fathers 
run around with the charred corpse while the 
arms and legs and finally, the head falls off, well 
so be it. That's entertainment: Chinese style. Do 
I need to tell you there's a story taking place in 
between all the violence? Alright, shut up al- 
ready! Here: a sweet, fat, thirty-something busi- 
nessman comes home early one day and finds his 
beautiful slut of a wife screwing one of his em- 
ployees. Depressed, he heads to a bar, meets an- 
other beautiful slut and while getting drunk with 
her starts ranting about how he wishes his wife 
were dead. The bar tart arranges for some of her 
gangster friends to grant the businessman's wish 
and from here on it’s a gradual and horrifying de- 
scent into hell. For the poor gentle fat slob and 
for you. Yet to be honest, tis a hell Ozzy will - 
must this needs be said? - retum to time and time 
again. (Available from Video Search of 
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- (d) Marco Brambilla 
(1993): Fugeddabout the sales pitch pushing a 
hyped-up Sylvester Stallone chasing a blonde- 
haired Locker Dancer attired Wesley Snipes 
across a squeaky clean high tech 21st Century 
landscape. The real, and only reason, for plunk- 
ing down seven of your hard-eamed simolians to 
See this hysterically violent sci-fi flick is as an act 
of homage to filmmakers courageous enough to 
launch a fusillade of low-brow barbs at a politi- 
cally correct Village Voice inspired "Utopia." Yes, 
an Andrea Dworkin-Tipper Gore kind of world 
where no one eats meat or drinks alcohol, where 
contact sports are forbidden, cursing even sotto 
voce results in heavy fines and imprisonment and 
sex resides solely in the mind. Aboriginals Stal- 
lone and Snipes gleefully run amok in this sterile 
dystopia, blowing every gleaming, perfectly sym- 
metrical thing up and slapping the bejesus out of 
the repulsively epicene citizens before having at 
each other in a wondrously choreographed se- 
quence in a cryogenic prison facility that must 
have cost about sixty trillion dollars to build. 
Along the way we are introduced to a marvelous 
cast of characters including a very hot and sexu- 
ally repressed Sandra Bullock, a cop stuck on vul- 
gar 20th Century artyfacts and an incredibly 
fucked-up leader of an underground revolution, 
manfully played by the sardonically motor- 
mouthed Denis Leary. Oh yeah, the sets are in- 
credible, the karate stuff more so and every 
scene literally puts the finger in the face of the po- 
litically incorrect thought police. For that reason 
alone, Ozzy would give this pulp masterpiece: 
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JUDGEMENT NIGHT - (d) Stephen Hopkins 
(1993): A picture so dull that despite its saturated 
booking throughout the country even hardcore 
multiplex mavens are choosing to watch Free 
Willy for the umpteenth time rather than attend a 
Screening of this pathetic effort. Why? For about 
a hundred reasons, the first ninety or so being the 
incredibly untalented Mr. Estevez. The others 
“having a lot to do with cliched characters, semi-lit- 
erate dialogue and a terribly unoriginal story - 
four young yuppies fleeing from a psychotic crimi- 
nal (Denis Leary) chasing them through a deso- 
late urban landscape. None of this would have 
mattered to Ozzy if the old ultraviolence had 
been filmed with a litle panache . . . but it wasn't. 
Leary is terrific, though, as the crazed mick gang- 
sta and director Hopkins does manage to create 
some creepy ambience by lighting his sets in 
autumnal brown and oranges and neon blues. 
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SURREAL 


How TO DO IT 


BY DOUG ALLEN AND 
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The aim of this segment of Idiotland is to help you blow 
loose your own very special imagination through the making of 
"Surrealistic" art pictures. This is not a section on how to draw, 
nor is it a complete manual on art picture composing. There are 
many such books already, some of these you may have*or you may 
not. 

This section shows by example how to transform a boring genre 
scene into an exciting, idiotic surrealistic nightmare the way the 
professionals do. It certainly will help you to illustrate your 
school reports, it could eventually lead you to a job as a 
professional surrealist, a thankless job with no pay but excellent 
hours.In case you are telling yourself that you can't do it and 
certainly could never become a surrealist, consider this: " To me 
a picture is a window that looks out on something, the question is 
- on what?" These words belong to Andre Breton, poet апа 


professional surrealist,and if he can do it, brother во can 
you! 


In а very real sense, surrealistic ar: is more important 
today than ever before. A crowded world has brought with it 
tension, congestion and a "cooped up* feeling. A good surrealistic 
landscape or seascape becomes a good escape. The scenic frame 
becomes a wondrous window through which the human soul may take 
wing, then return refreshed, coated with ants and soft timepieces. 


Congratulations оп your choice of such a noble pursuit! 
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e Idiotland #2 


А-1| As we embark оп our surrealistic adventure, we 
begin with a classical landscape. Remember the 
many hours spent as a small child with a pencil. 


re But first,lets get one question out of the way. 
What is this about "I can't draw well enough?" Keep 
in mind that everybody draws differently. 


Expression is the synthesis of an essence 
incorporating pieces of cranial ammunition. The 
dog squints at the flea and tries to scratch it. 
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B-1 The vigor and straightforward honesty found in the 
patient application of post-post modernism,but 
there's more! 
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; ПИ НИ 
Learn to look through the walls, extol the 


aberrations of optics.Discover the secret affinity 
between objects. 
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The birth of the moist universal worm bath, 
menacing the Church of Feldspar.Witnessing this, 
Hashim was turned inside out like a stocking and 
displayed in broad daylight. 
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C-1 The desire to see that which cannot be seen, 
suppressed. il 


C-2 Supramolecular supraorbital schisms enhance any 
school report. 
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La petite pomme de terre dans la piscine. 
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Steue Jeffries lij) Brian Johnson (G) Малом Lee (at) 
Dom Salemi (ds) Alan Wright law) 


mi Accept - Objection Overruled: A heavy-metal band 
which, for some reason, does not sound like all other heavy 
metal bands. Why is this? We have the lock-step rhythms, 
the screechy vocals, the riffs with that fuck-the-estab- 
lishment feel . . . Ah yes, whoomp, there it is, these guys 
understand the value of melody. Mozart, Bach, Beethoven, 
they were German too. Accept also really knows how to 
kick out the jams; Objection just ROARS: the guitar solos 
are lucid and free of bombast (or is it that these boys are 
so full of bombast they achieve a form of subtlety unheard 
of in the genre), the rhythm section pounds and moves and 
singer Udo knows the difference between pyrotechnic and 
histrionic. There are a couple of weak cuts but let's not 
dwell on that, this band rocks, i.e. you can dance to them, 
like no other heavy metal unit Гуе heard except for AC/DC 
at their most inspired. (CMC International, 106 West Hor- 
ton Street, Zebulon, NC 27597) ds 


Ш Hasil Adkins - Live In Chicago: The story goes that Hasil 
was invited to play two consecutive evenings at a club in 
Chicago. The first night, he got really drunk and was terri- 
ble. Hasil was so shamed that the next night he played 
stone sober, determined to play a great show. It was 
taped, and the result is this live CD. This one man band 
gives a crazed performance as he stops and starts his way 
through originals like "She Said," "No More Hot Dogs," 
"DPA Blues" and "Sex Crazy Baby." As a bonus, Hasil 
pretty much demolishes "classic" rock songs like "Great 
Balls Of Fire," "Maybeline," "Reelin' & "Rockin" and "I'm So 
Lonesome, | Could Cry." One of the wildest and most de- 
mented CDs Гуе heard in ages! Great Elvis rip-off 
cover,too. (Bughouse/Pravda, 3823 N. Southport, Chicago, 
IL 60613) aw 


Ш GG Allin & The Murder Junkies - Brutality & Bloodshed 
For All: Friends, Brutarians, anal expulsives, | come to 

praise GG not to bury him. No, not the kind of fulsome 

praise one finds inside the cd booklet - visionary, genius, 
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prophet are a few of the terms employed - but an honest 
accounting of the man's achievements. Which is of course 
to say: there was no achievement, no distinguished corpus, 
for Mr. Allin was dedicated to the loathsome, the violent, 
the infantile . . . As it always is, always will be, and always 
must be with the truly great "rock and rollers." In closing, 
let me add this: Brutality is a simply marvelous last will and 
testament, easily Allin's best work to date. Unlike earlier 
efforts, this boasts tastefully portentous production, memo- 
rable songs, professional ensemble playing and one amaz- 
ing performance after another by a ravaged but clearly in- 
spired psychotic. No passing bells for he who died as chat- 
tel. In memorium we thus raise our cans of Olympia high 
in tribute and follow with a volley of "Hail fellow, ill met!" 
(Alive/Bomp) ds 


m Big Chief - Mack Avenue Skullgame: White boy funk 
which ... Hey! Where you going? Get over here. This is 
the goods baby: a greasy, nasty, soulful gumbo nicely sea- 
soned with large doses of self-deprecating humor and gui- 
tar grunge (this js a Sub Pop release). So forget that new 
Rhino History Of Funk you were gonna buy, you've got 
most of the stuff already and really, only Vols. 1 and 5 are 
worth the price of admission. And forget crap like The Red 
Hot Chilis and all that funky rap shit. №$ as phoney asa 
three dollar bill. Big Chief is no sell out; they've soaked up 
the influences of Sly, Clinton (George not Bill), and the play- 
ers from Ohio the way your drawers soak up semen, urine 
and unwiped stool. Don't go making a face, that's Funk 
with a capital Feces: sexy and au natural. Or as Professor 
Higgins (Rex Harrison) would say: "deliciously low, horribly 
dirty." (Sub Pop) ds 


Ш Black Train Jack - No Reward: Happy-go-lucky power 
punkers show a lot of spirit by mixing some nice melody 
with the mosh but sometimes lack the talent to pull it off for 
maximum effect. Although their straight-edged sentiments 
are incredibly naive, they do display a sort of "sympathy" 
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within. Oh well, they're young, they'll get over it. Some of 
the hooks here are pretty pleasant and wouldn't be out of 
place on MTV's Alternative Nation, which is pretty strange 
considering this is a splinter of NYC hard-core heavies, To- 
ken Entry. All in all, nothing I'd bust a nut over, but 
damned if | don't find myself humming these tunes over a 
drink or three. (Roadrunner) bj 


Ш William Burroughs - Spare Ass Annie & Other Tales: 
The preeminent oddball of American letters’ second Island 
release dispenses with the composing talents of rock lumi- 
naries like John Cale and Sonic Youth as well as the ac- 
companiment of the highbrow NBC Symphony Orchestra 
for the cooler, more "now' sounds of The Disposable He- 
roes of Hiphoprisy. So what we get now over nouveau 

funk and hip hop bits (and some sappy fifties educational 
film muzak) is the dry, raspy voice of Bill Burroughs talking 
about people like: the man with the talking asshole, the 
woman with the asshole in the middle of her forehead, the 
brown-nosers who believe God to be an asshole, etc. (I 
see a pattern here.) But aside from stories we also get iras- 
cible admonishments and astringent off-the-cuff advice and 
the cd's tour de force, the oddly touching "Junky's Christ- 
mas." In sum, a brilliant, penetrating, sordidly beautiful and 
mordantly jocund bit of business. (Island) ds 


Ш BWF- Un-Sentimental: Venice, Califomia homies follow 
dangerously close in Suicidal Tendencies’ blood-soaked 
mosh boots while thankfully leaving behind the Muir gang’s 
sometimes self-indulgent metal stylings, but also, unfortu- 
nately, the witty, self-deprecating humor which came with 
that band's brand of influential thrash. BWF (formerly Be- 
owulf) capture the South Central scene with all of its vio- 
lence, anger, anomie and hopelessness, and best of all, it 
sounds and feels lived. There's nothing groundbreaking or 
remarkable about Un-Sentimental, just aggressive "Down- 
hippie-punk-thrash" played by a group of pissed-off white 
boys who've been there. No shiny, happy people here. 
And that alone makes this worth a listen. (Restless) bj 


Ш Cancer - The Sins Of Mankind: Death metal enthu- 
siasts already know that one can't go wrong with veterans 
like Cancer. The exodus of axe-man James (Disincarnate) 
Murphy (also ex Obituary & Death) after they shook the 
world with Death Shall Rise didn't hurt this outfit at all. 

Hell, these guys probably flavor their breakfast cereal with 
nitro-methane, so you think that losing a guitar would scare 
these heavy hitters? Nope, it just made 'em meaner be- 
cause being flag-bearers in the genre they had to suck it 
up and prove themselves all over again. And Cancer has, 
with a prototypical deathly metalloid offering. Which 
means if you hate the genre, this will only fan the fire of 
your ire and if you're partial to it, these Sins will seem as 
virtues. (Restless) bj 


Ш Cheater Slicks - On Your Knees: This was recorded 
back when these guys had an actual bass player so the 
sound is a tad different from their recent stuff. Expect a 
kind of swampy grunge fest reminiscent, at times, of The 
Scientists (It's not my fault you don't know who they are. 
It's a good reference.) It's all pretty discordant with a cou- 
ple of the longer tunes like "Run Away From You" skirting 
psycho-dirge territory. A couple of cuts even veer danger- 
ously close to that VU sound. There's a good cover of The 
Dirty Words' "Why." Ditto for "A Sad Guitar." Definitely 


worth checking out. (Gawdawful Records, Box 1331, Cam- 
bridge, MA 0238) aw 


Bl Coroner- Grin: I'll bash my teeth out when | want to. I'll 
rip my skin off when | want to. l'Il cut my tongue to ribbons 
when | want to. I'll crush my skull when | want to. I'll break 
my balls when | want to. I'll eat my fingers when | want to. 

I'll smash my face when | want to. I'll burn my ears when | 
want to. I'll slash my flesh when | want to. I'll kill myself 
when | want to. I'll kill you when I want to. И grin when | 
want to. (Futurist) bj 


Bl Crackerbash - Тіп Toy: Real loud and earnest, but that 
don't necessarily mean а good time. Especially on tracks 
like "Hollow," where the vocals are like so intense (as if 
they need to be with that Journey-esque power-chord bom- 
bast). If these three well-meaning fellows would stop wor- 
гута about the "catchy" police, and give іп to the furious 
fuckin’ drummer raging behind them, and the guitar that 
keeps threatening dissonant excitement (and delivers 
within the confines of "Song for Lon Mabon," or the peachy 
"Shoe-In"), Jesus Lizard might lose some sleep. But that's 
a big if. As of this week, Crackerbash be a tease. (eMpTy 
Records) al 


Ш Devil Dogs - Saturday Night Fever. Yowsah, Yowsah 
Yowsah . . . Not since the Bee Gees decided to delve into 
disco have | been this excited about a release. Yes, it's 
the fantabulous Devil Dogs' new CD and it should be pur- 
chased by all those second generation bands who have 
the nerve to call themselves punk groups. | say this be- 
cause, ya see, somewhere along the way all these so- 
called "post-punk" bands seem to have forgotten what 
made the Ramones so great - the catchy melodies (okay, 
riffs). NY's Devil Dogs haven't forgotten so even when 
they slow things down a bit for a three chord plaint like 
"Backstage" or some old fashioned power pop like "Sweet 
Like Wine" your interest never flags. As for the other ten 
cuts, why even talk about them? You should already own 
EVERYTHING The Devil Dogs have released. But for 
those of you who have never heard of this trio, the other 
ten tracks are some of the purest, most sharply honed 
PUNK - yes, this trio sho do know how to wield them axes - 
extant. Supposedly, ninety-five percent of their audience 
is in Spain and Japan. Which only confirms, | suppose, 
what | started off saying about post-punk bands, i.e. that al- 
most ALL of them suck. (Crypt Records, Hopfenstr 32, 
2000 Hamburg 36, Germany) ds 


[| Didjits - Que Sirhan Sirhan: Didjits are just а punk rock 
band. Thin Lizzy was just a heavy metal band. And Jar- 
rett Huddleston is just a cartoonist. Sometimes us ugly 
Americans take our greatest resources completely for 
granted. Like frinstance, l'Il bet many of you didn't notice 
the chances Didjits take on Que Sirhan Sirhan . . . the kind 
of subtle risk that makes a minimalist three chord frame- 
work vibrate and shiver. Little things, like "Agent 99's" gui- 
tar fills; the backing vocals on "Judge Hot Fudge," "Sick of 
my Fix" and "Evilized;" the crushing tempo change midway 
through the title track. So seamlessly executed that I 
couldn't blame you for resenting Didjits. But then you'd be 
missing worthy couplets like "Excuse me for my misconcep- 
tion/| think | need a little injection/I see your yard needs to 
be raked/Break me offa piece of that shake 'n' bake." Oh, 
and an inspired Plasmatics tribute. Come to think of it, | 
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don't give a fuck if you like this record or not. | don't care 
what you think. Nobody affiliated with this magazine does. 
(Touch & Go) al 


Ш DMZ - When | Get Off: Subtitled the classic Bomp record- 
ings, | can remember when | bought the first DMZ Ip back 
іп 78 and thinking it wasn't so "classic." In fact, | recall 
playing the fucking thing just once and then dashing it into 
a million pieces. I'm older and wiser now. Wise enough to 
appreciate classic garage stomp when | hear it. Profes- 
sional Lyre, Jeff Conolly, describes this band as an attempt 
to "fuse the Chocolate Watchband with the Stooges." Um, 
okay, | can understand that especially when there's a 
Watchband cut ("Are You Gonna Be There") included and 
a couple of blatant 19 moves ("When | Get Off' and "Bloody 
Englishmen") tossed in but most of this stuff sounds fresh 
and beautiful and original to me. Essential listening. 
(Bomp) ds 


[| Doughboys - Crush: I'm too old to get crushes but 
twenty-somethings stuck on Husker Du and the Lemon- 
heads are going to flip their wig for this highly polished, 
high octane, hook-laden power pop. Actually there’s a lot 
more "power" than "pop " here as a result of all the over- 
amplified guitar sound, thick chordings and impassioned 
singing. The pop leavening comes in the form of sweetly 
rough harmonizing and the lovely melodies that grace the 
slower numbers. (A&M) ds 


Ш Flat Duo Jets - White Trees: Dexter Romweber (along 
with a little drummer boy named Crow) has released a 
number of fantastic records on a number of different la- 
bels. He's lugged a beat-up ole guitar from city to city, 
stopping at every shitty little bar in between, making tran- 
scendent rockabilly noise for unappreciative college kids 
who are more interested in metal-funk acts. Witnessing a 
performance wherein, after four sings, a scowling Crow 
stormed off stage and Dex responded by throwing the 
drum kit at him, | figured frustration and poverty would fi- 
nally force Athens GA's finest back into day job obscurity. 
Instead, we have White Trees. It's purty hit-and-miss; Dex- 
ter wearily tosses off fifteen songs in fifteen styles just to 
see what sticks. His confidence and timing are shaken. Al- 
though the production and arrangements are more lavish 
than ever, the immediacy of the earlier LPs is often miss- 
ing. Still, a few standout tracks point to a promising future 
(I hope). "Radioactive Man" and Crow's "Where Are You 
Now'" are straight-up punk, the most aggressive shit the 
Jets have caught on tape (and closer to their furious live 
sound). "Husband of a Country Singing Star" із a poignant 
redneck ballad that skirts the edge of corniness. "Old 

Soul" drops Dex's trademark six string for an effective pi- 
ano and trap set rave-up . . . catchy as hell! And "Cool 
Boys" rocks along acoustically, picking up the ball John 
Mellencamp so often fumbles. At worst, White Trees re- 
minds me of the Fabulous Thunderbirds, which isn't that 
awful; at its best, it sounds like the next record could be a 
monster. (Sky Records) al 


RAYGUN ROCK ROUND-UP 


MAN OR ASTRO-MAN? THE WOGGLES 
"ТЕЕМОАМСЕРАВТУ!" LP/CD 


Fourteen hip-swingin' back- 
boogie monsters! 
ES1210 $8.00/$12 ppd. 


OUT NOW: Mono Men "Shut Up !" EP/CD, The Fall-Outs LP/CD, Go To Blazes 7", Jack o' Fire 7" 


"25 IT..." LP/CD 
Science gone mad, surf, trash, 
spy theme all instro raygun rock! 
ЕЅ129 $8.00/12.00 ppd. 


woods 


№ STONE UNTURNED 


«з= iw 4 ШЕШ... 
"NO STONE UNTURNED" LP/CD 


Another lethal dose of two 
chord tractor pull power riffs! 
Е51211 $8.00/12.00 ppd. 


ON THE BURNER: The 


5,6,7,8's 7", The Makers 7", The Waste Kings 7", The Makers "How!" LP/CD, Jack о’ Fire "Punkin" EP, Trashwomen LP and 
lots more trash for yer can! We also carry loads of cool and hard to find non-Estrus stuff... WRITE FOR A FREE CATALOG! 


Distributed by Mordam Records and Semaphore 


Estrus Records PO Box 2125 Bellingham WA 98227 U.S.A. 
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Ш Funkdoobiest - Which Doobie UB?: Son Doobie, Funk- 
doobiest's "vocal avenger," is so goddamn ugly that Rondo 
Hatton comparisons would be too easy. This might be for- 
givable in a rapper if he didn't have a voice like a retired 
Brooklyn cop high on donuts attempting a stand-up com- 
edy routine as a homeboy John Wayne (which all Brutarian 
readers know has already been done on a cheesy old 12" 
called "Rappin’ Duke"). To add insult to injury, he’s white. 
This is not the recipe for an aggressive, exciting rap Ip. 
And yet "Bow Wow Wow," which is this thing's hit single, 
has not left my car stereo for, oh hours now. Because it’s 
produced by DJ Muggs, who mixes Booker T. and the 
MG's with Led Zeppelin and has never heard of record 
cleaner. Because it's a funny, dirty, low-fi headbanger with 
the best Joe Walsh sample ever. The rest of the album's 
OK, especially the one where Doobie says, "Fuck my ri- 
valry!" but let's rewind back to "Bow Wow Wow." Damn. 
(Epic) al 


Ш God Is LSD- Spirit Of Suicide: Speed and heavy metal 
riffs tinged with aggro-industrial textures make for infec- 
tious and irresistible... DANCE FEVER! Plus: 
melodicism, rancorous lyrics and a killer cover of "Hyena." 
(That is a "cover" isn't it?) They ain't Screw but they're а 
helluva lot better than the histrionically pretentious Skinny 
Puppy whom the band cites as an influence. And who 
cares anyway? Especially when the whole enchilada is 
this acrimonious, clever and well-constructed. Especially 
when it all sounds so goddamn fabulous when played EX- 
TREMELY LOUD! Bonus points for quoting the loveable 
Charlie Manson and not trying to convince us how great 
they are in their press release. (Century Media) ds 


B Hao- JAG/eye.velocity: The fools! The record compa- 
nies are such fools! They send me everything, disco, 
grunge, even gospel and | review опе or two things on a 
particular label and trade the rest for five dollars a pop at 
Joe’s Record Paradise (the world’s coolest record, tape 
апа cd emporium). I've only been doing the review thing 
for two years and I've already saved up enough for the 
down payment on that ranch on Barbados | discovered dur- 
ing my honeymoon, (not to mention the frequent flyer 
miles). But sometimes, being the music lover that | am, | 
have to keep the fucking things because they're so friggin’ 
good. And Halo is real good. How good? (Wait I've done 
this bit already with Motorhead.) Well, | just put a fiver in 
an envelope and sent it to the record company. A "curious 
mixture of doom, grunge, blues, psychedelia and indus- 
trial?" No, just guitar squall over indecipherable bluesy, 
semi-lumbering rock sounds. Really. It's just HUGE manly 
guitar taking arms against a sea of sonic rubble. And this 
may make you think that | was on an ether binge while lis- 
tening but Halo sounds like, forgive me, what the Jesus 
and Mary Chain might lay down if they had any balls. (Rest- 
less) ds 


Ш Hazel - Lucky Dog: Overpriced, oversized music mags 
lust for bands like Hazel. Loud enough to label "grunge," 
thereby reassuring the rubes that a Jann Wenner wannabe 
has his finger on the pulse of young America; formulaic 
enough that said kids who take the bait can relate it to their 
Replacement cds and won't cancel their subscriptions. 
Which doesn't make the formula a bad one. On the con- 
trary, Lucky Dog's "predictability" often works in its favor. 

As in "Joe Louis Punch Out" and "J. Hell," where the songs 
are forceful and confident and succinct. You can relax, dig 


If you were lucky enough to get a record 
with this issue you'll want to know who 
in the hell the Ubangis are: 


"Saucy" Randy Manos - lead guitar 

Jill Grabill - guitar 

Brian D. Horrorwitz - lead vocals & drums 
Frank Perdue - bass 


The Ubangis appear courtesy of: 
DeCeased Records 
2101 Hildarose Drive #203 
Silver Spring, MD 20906 


the smoove guy'n'gal vocal harmonizing, and feel pretty 
good about yourself. Sometimes Hazel strays, along with 
my attention span . . . but when they fight the good fight 
and bash out one of them melancholy tinged melodies, my 
car stereo is smiling. (Sub Pop) al 


Ш Thee Headcoats - The Good Times Are Killing Ме: Last 
week's Billy Childish release was a hard to get seven inch 
called "Every Bit Of Me." In this brutal, chilling obscurity, 
child Billy is repeatedly molested by his father until he 
grows to a teen at which point he kicks the shit out of the 
Sick bastard. "| wanted to hate him," he howls, "but | hated 
myself/With every bit of me." It's one of the most powerful 
punk rock songs I've ever heard, and | hope | never hear it 
again. The Good Times Are Killing Me is less harrowing 
but just as angry. One smash in the face after another, the 
only let up being a number of (completely out of tune) in- 
strumentals. The songs are no-frills, bare-bone abrasions 
that scrape away at Billy's soul, leaving him hoarse and jit- 
tery and unsatisfied. There's not much else to do except 
turn up the guitar a little bit louder, like maybe this time it'll 
drown out all the doubt and misery and betrayal. | don't 
think that's possible. (Vinyl Japan available through Joe's 
Record Paradise) al 


B Hillbilly Frankenstein - Hypnotical: Alluring south seas' 
"exotica" motifed packaging conceals a piquant jambalaya 
of gospel, lounge hillbilly and blues, all performed in the pe- 
culiarly irritating vocal style pioneered by the Manhattan 
Transfer in the mid-70s. While this horribly fey brand of 
performance is not entirely without merit, might | suggest 
that Hillbilly Frankenstein pursue more appropriate selec- 
tions in terms of material? The lyrics to "Georgy Girl," 
which | have thoughtfully provided below, should prove 
helpful in this regard: Hey there, Georgy Girl/Swingin’ 
down the street so fancy free/Nobody you meet could ever 
see the loneliness there/Inside you/Hey there, Georgy 
Girl/Why do all the boys just pass you by?/Could it be you 
just don't try?/Or is it in the clothes you ууеаг?/Үоите al- 
ways window shopping/But never stopping to buy/So shed 
those dowdy feathers and fly/A little bit/Hey there, Georgy 
Girl/There’s another Georgy deep inside/Bring out all the 
love you hide/And oh! What a change there'd be/The 

world would see/A new Georgy Girl! (Zontar) sj 


Brutarian #10 59 


Suiagia Singles 


Dom Salemi - Jim Kirkland - Steve Jeffries 


Friggs - Bad Word For A Good 
Thing/Friggs Theme: Mandatory listen- 
ing for any virile 60’s punk fan. At first we 
thought there was a lot of dust on the nee- 
dle, but it turned out to be heavy fuzz. (Tel- 
star) 


Lyres - Self-Centered Girl/What’s A 
Girl Like You Doing In A Place Like 
This: Why are the girls at Lyres’ gigs al- 
ways better looking than the girls on the 
Lyres’ record jackets? Why do the Lyres 
with their fab farisa-drenched low-fi garage 
rock stylings continue to play to empty 
houses? Is it because most people who like 
their stuff are in their mid-30s and have 
better things to do than hang around dark, 
badly-ventilated warehouses? (Telstar) 


Swinging Neckbreakers - Little Pink 
Medicine/Baba-Lama Bama Loo: 
Punk’s answer to the Michael Jacksgn 
scandal. The pubescent girl on the picture 
sleeve hints that her raised middle finger is 
the "Little Pink Medicine" that is prescribed. 
Good trashy party rock in the frat vein 
with a nice Sonics’ inspired Little Richard 
cover on the B-side. (Telstar) 


Slant Six-What Kind of Monster are 
You?/Semi-blue Tile/ Thirty-thirty Vi- 
sion: We really hate p.c. poseurs like 
Slant Six on general principle. Their whole 
bogus little Mount Pleasant (black and his- 
panic) femme punk (lily white) scene liter- 
ally makes us puke. Unfortunately, we 
kind of like this record. Belligerent and 
sort of tuneful. Still they don’t really de- 
serve their name until they show for a gig 
leading a fleet of Darts and Valiants. (Dis- 
chord) 


Shannon’s Dress - 130 Rings/Mourn- 
ingside Heights/Farm Sanctu- 
ary/Twelve: God, a four-sided 45 R.P.M. 
ROCK OPERA. How bold! How pom- 
pous! We are jealous. We are bored. We 
are Devo. (10 GeV Records, Wilson Lab, 
Cu, Ithaca, NY 14853) 


Date Bait - What Kind Of Trip Are You 
On/Do The Mummy: We don’t know 
how the band can continue to perform the 
B-side without drinking heavily. After all it 
is a tune culled from a kiddie-monster 
movie. A-side is an inspired piece of rav- 
ing nonsense. DC’s local schlock faves are 
best known for their skanky go-go dancers 
and their sobriety induced out-of-control 
live performances. (Deceased, 2101 
Hildarose Drive, #203, Silver Spring, MD 
20906) 


Ш Intelligent Hoodlum - Tragedy: Saga Of A Hoodlum: Тһе beats 
ain't that big but this shit sure is bumpin’. Gangsta’ rap featuring 
jazzy little minor key riffs repeated over and over 'till you get anx- 
ious. Then you start to notice this bad homeboy talking about his 
dick and killing people and beating up bitches and all kinds of nasty 
nasty shit. | guess we're supposed to take this as a chilling portrait 
of a crazy nigga’ but it’s hard to take any of this seriously what with 
tercets (from the smash hit "Underground") like this: Snap! You get 
the picture/I’m walkin’ aroun’ like Adolph Hitler/! run wif more niggas’ 
than the Jews п a bar mitzvah/The shit that | be bustin’/I'll hit you in 
your nutzin'/You fuck around/You be layin’ with Rock Hudson. Unde- 
niably entertaining nevertheless. If attitude is genius, |.H. is Ein- 
stein. (A&M) ds 


Ш Malicious Onslaught - Brutal Gore: Whoa! Some heavy damage 
goin’ on here. A four song "demo" from a tricked-out thrash trio who 
range in age from 16 to 20. 16?! Christ, when | was 16 all | cared 
about was girls and beer. What do | know? l'm over twice that age 
now and that's still all | care about. Anyway, these guys rip. Period. 
Sharp technique, slam-bang power, spooky ambience and a non-ge- 
neric approach to the Grind/Death genre. It gives me hope for the 
youth of America. Better grab this one quick though. It's only а mat- 
ter of time before this act gets signed, grows jaded and cynical and 
looses all interest in anything "сері chicks and booze. At which point 
I'll let them hang out with me. (Decapitated Records, 16 Madison 
Court, Stony Point, NY 10980) bj 


Ш Man Or Astro-man - Is И Man Or Astro-man?: Estrus’ latest practi- 
tioners of the guitar instrumental as sharp object genre cite black 
and white television as the otherworldly influence which forces them 
to flail out their wildly frenetic wares. When me and my old house- 
mate Roger had a T.V. all it did was force us to pay taxes. Or more 
properly, according to former Jim Jones cult member and one-time 
Bagwan disciple Roger, the invisible waves it sent out attempted to 
force us to pay taxes. Luckily, Roger was wise to this scheme, 
knowing that the waves were sent out by the KGB/CIA (actually a 
single organization controlled by a wealthy cabal of jews and/or pa- 
pists) in order to extort money from a fearful and ignorant world 
populace duped by the myth of the cold war (the USA and the USSR 
actually comprising a single powerful nation and the cold war being 
a ruse to obfuscate detection of this little known fact by taxpayers.) 
In order to ensure that our house was a safe haven in the event of 
an assault by KGB/CIA tax collecting troops (or the Ku Klux Klan), 
Roger equipped each of our windows with a bi-pod mounted semi- 
automatic M-1 carbine, occasionally using one of them to take care- 
fully aimed pot shots in the early hours of the morning when he was 
wiped out on drugs and Popov vodka at the government listening 
post camouflaged as our neighbors’ garage. Later, when the IRS 
started threatening us on the telephone with respect to our income 
tax delinquencies, Roger opened our home to his hooker/coke-ad- 
dict girlfriend Dreama and two homosexual British drama students to 
increase our defensive capabilities, never suspecting that the anony- 
mous T-man on the phone was me trying incredibly hard not to gig- 
gle. Eventually Dreama made off with our television along with most 
of our other valuable possessions and Roger and our deuce of bud- 
ding Sir Laurence Oliviers appeared entirely uninterested in forming 
a really way-out instro quartet. Maybe this was because our T.V. 
was color... Another fine Estrus product. (Estrus) sj 


B Menster Phip And The Phipsters - Phip City: Could this be the ul- 
timate garage band? Quite possibly since Menster Phip (a.k.a. 

Kenny Collins) and his bro Richie (a.k.a. The Phipsters) were pound- 
ing out their dangerous, full-throttle, greaser rock and roll years be- 

fore hell raisers like the Cramps. These recordings, made in 1963, 
were laid down for the only audience that could have possibly appre- 
ciated the visionary Phips: that’s right, the Phips themselves - who 
performed only in their parent's basement (dubbed the Asparagus 
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Room). The mighty Menster Brothers spiced up their two- 
track recordings with imaginary radio spots and apparently 
spent all their Saturday nights below ground level crankin' out 
some of the dirtiest, trashiest - and for lack of a better term - 
grungy rock and roll ever. Their work was unique, something 
few people ever had the chance to enjoy . . . until now. Тһе 
ultimate garage band? Perhaps. The ultimate basement 
band? Definitely. Roll over Hasil Adkins and tell King 
Uszniewicz the news. (Telstar Records) bj 


Ш One Dove - Sounds: Boy! The buzz out of the U.K. on this 
band is unbelievable! ММЕ gave the kick-off track "Fallen" 
its coveted single of the year award, the U2 producer begged 
to be allowed aboard and not wanting to be outdone, Melody 
Maker presented the combo its prestigious album of the year 
award even though it was only May when the honor was be- 
stowed and the Ip didn't even exist! Okay, forget about all 
that, | think I've got this ambient dance thang figured out. It's 
basically music you can meditate or do a slow groove to: 
lush aural sculptures hewed from synthesizer and piano 
adorned with now breathy, now siren-like vocals and now 
trippy, now world-beat like textures and sounds. Gorgeous- 
ness piled on top of gorgeousness piled on top of gorgeous- 
ness till the heart o'ertops itself. (ffrr Records) ds 


Ш Orbital - Orbital 2: We were supposed to interview this Brit- 
ish experimental electronic dance duo but both they and the 
Brut staff were simply unable to take time off from their busy 
schedules to get down to it. Which is a crying shame be- 
cause we were gonna let these guys tell you the difference 
between trance, rave, acid, house, ambient house, acid 
house, acid ambient house . . . Wait! Where was |? Oh yes, 
Orbital and the various "house" musics. We wanted them to 
tell you the difference between all these techno styles be- 
cause, to be honest, nobody on the Brut staff knows the fuck- 
ing difference between 'em all. What we can tell you how- 
ever is that Orbital 2 is simply incredible: hypnotic, ethereal . 

. . beautiful. Also that their minimalist, hard-beat grooves and 
lush trance like electronic atmospherics repay repeated listen- 
ing thanks to their being laced with all manner of electronic 
noise, found sound, spoken word loops and the odd instru- 
mental and percussive touches here and there. An extraordi- 
nary and groundbreaking effort. We'll give it a 96. Even 
though we don't know what we're talking about. (fffr Re- 
cords, 73 Spring St, Ste 601, NY, NY 10012) ds 


Ш The Psychick Warriors Оу Gaia: In spite of their associa- 
tion with Psychic TV - ooh, oooh, booga booga, very scary - 
these guys can't seem to make up their minds whether they 
want to be acid house new age noodlers, euro-disco divas or 
magnificent tribal dance warriors. Most of this is fairly inter- 
esting in one way or another but only the first fifteen minutes 
has you wanting to move your body to break on through to 

the other side. (Restless) ds 


Bl The Sinister Six - Outta Sight. Cannily replacing the now 
standard sweaty in-concert cover pic with an alluring snap- 
shot of attractive anorexics draped in diminutive mod sun- 
dresses, the record company's ruse still fails to disguise the 
fact that there are neither girls nor six members in this Seat- 
tle quartet. Seemingly oblivious of this, the "Six" have ге- 
leased a collection of raw, uncompromising late-60s-styled 
garage rock and enhanced it with lots of fuzz, feedback, dis- 
tortion and Iggyesque vocals. We'd like to also say some- 
thing nice about Pop Llama honcho Conrad Uno and his re- 
markable production work, but since, for some unknown rea- 
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Suingia Singles 


GodAndTexas - Comrade Gen- 
eral/Chromalox: Grungy, heavy post- 
funk from Athens, Ohio. A nice, mean 
groove but only on the first side. Overall: 
later Birthday Party circa Mutiny In 
Heaven. Does that mean anything to any- 
body? No, but it does to Steve who asks: 
"Why aren't they from Texas?" Either this 
is among the greatest singles ever released 
or we're too drunk to know the difference. 
(LoveHammer Records, Box 1245 Athens 
Ohio 45701) 


Hater - Circles/Gen-O-Cide: A-side is 
propulsive bass-heavy punk with a singer 
who sounds too bored to care. Flip side is 
a kind of anarchic PIL thing with the singer 
somehow managing to sound even more 
bored. We love this. And we love the 
whole concept of pretending to be so 
bored with rock that you actually put out a 


rock record showing how bored you are. 
(Sub Pop) 


Apoltiq - Four Song EP: This is very un 
fair. You give us hard edged industrial 
dance music with people wailing like 
Marysas being flayed alive over top of it 
and we're going to fall hard every time. 
(Silver Girl Records, 3027.5 Adam Ave, 
San Diego, СА 92116) 


Combustible Edison - Cry Me A 
River/Satan Says: We put the B-side on 
first and were treated to some hot noir 
lounge jazz replete with xylophones and 
midnight-run organ fills. A-side is a de- 
ranged torch version of an old standard 
with vocals by an appropriately sultry 
singer named Liz. (Sub Pop) 


Sandy Duncan's Eye - Long Flat 
Pussy/Brown: Aah how wonderful it 
must be to be young and insane. Clever 
noise rock for budding maniacs. (Sub Pop) 


The Statics - EP: Truly boss tinny low-fi 
punk. And all under two minutes so our at- 
tention can't wander. And with a vocalist 
who sounds like he's singing with his fist in 
his mouth. You know how hard it is to do 
that? (Super Electro, Box 16606, Seattle, 
WA 98110) 


Grace Jones - Sex Drive CD Single: 
Grace does deep house, deep rave, deep 
industrial, and on some tracks what sounds 
like deep throat. For a small entry fee you 
get three mixes of the title cut - one of 
them by the folks at Ministry - and a bonus 
track which is a really heavy slab of indus- 
trial styled funk. We're not big Gracie fans 
but this makes us want to strap her оп. (І5- 
land) 
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son, he hates из, we won't. Outta sight, however, more 
than lives up to its laudatory title. (eMpTy) ds 


Ш Slapshot - Blast Furnace: Looks like hardcore is making 
a comeback; although for Slapshot it never went away. 
Keeping to the bench-mark they set years ago, there's no 
tricky "finger-exercise" metal guitar here that would detract 
too much from the punch of this bunch. A good punk roar 
with a lot of anger and raging energy on every cut, plus snip- 
pets from select T.V. and film thrown into the mix with great 
effect, enhance rather than subtract from the bang. Yes, 
these are mostly standard moves, but it's all done with sin- 
cerity and guts. А man's recording, tough, strong and loud. 
And if lyrics like "Cut his dick off and watch him bleed to 
death" aren't your cup of java ('specially when pertaining to 
wife-abuse) you're reading the wrong magazine. (We Bite 
America) bj 


m Superconductor - Hit Songs for Girls: | seem to remem- 
ber Superconductor causing quite a stir last year 'cause 
their singles had pictures of deformed children, and the 
band consisted of twelve guitar players and two bassists, 
and they played turgid - excuse me, "heavy" - two-chord an- 
thems to "hate." Sometimes people get excited over the sil- 
liest things. The Vancouver bad boys are back, 'cept now 
it's the more popular "Heavy Metal Monkees" (their quote 
not mine)/Superchunk approach. Which makes for pleasant 
listening and all, but let's face it - with that much hair flop- 
ping around it's kind of difficult to actually umm play a song. 
The pressbook makes .38 Special jokes that are really far 
too accurate to be funny. Bonus points for name dropping 
Killy Freas, a “Helter Skelter" cover that actually tops the 
Motley Crue original, and the swell hook within "Lordy." 
(Boner Records) al 


B Swingin' Neckbreakers - Live For Buzz: Clean-sounding 
garage with a nice big fat beat, bent guitar playing and as- 
sured vocalizing. All this in the service of some genuinely 
original tunes and interesting obscurities from the likes of 
The Kinks, Freddy Cannon & Little Richard. Recommended 
but with a recommendation to the guys who put on the "blis- 
tering live show": Take it into the studio with you next time. 
And have the singer warm up by singing the fabulous "Little 
Pink Medicine" or the boss "Boss Hoss" about ten times 
and then turn him loose. (Telstar, Box 1123, Hoboken, NJ 
07030) ds 


m Tiger Trap - Tiger Trap: Four females who warm things up 
with chiming guitars, surf drums, and sweet harmonies that 
are too casual to be precious. Now don't get me wrong, the 
whole record is smooth and catchy with melodies to die for, 
but somehow the word that comes to mind is "conversa- 
tional." Like a first date that's going really ridiculously well. 
Some Village Voice critic complained that heterosexual 
women shouldn't be this good-natured 'cause it "encour- 
ages abuse." Personally, I'll take a pillow fight with Tiger 
Trap over an arm-wrestling contest with L7 any day. This 
rocks! (K Records) al 


а Туре О Negative - Bloody Kisses: А refreshing twist оп 
the goth and gloom thang, a band which while possessing 

all the necessary sinister stylings for such fare (Dracula vo- 
cals, foreboding melody, etc.), sprinkles much of it with hu- 
mor and doesn't take themselves (or their fans) too seri- 
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ously. "Yeah, you wanna go out cause it’s raining and blow- 
ing. You can’t go out cause your roots are showing. Dye 
‘em black." Don't get the idea that it's all played for laughs, 
though. There's chills aplenty to be found here, even a few 
hardcore riffs thrown into a few of them witches' brews. 

And wait 'till you hear what they did with Seals and Croft's 
"Summer Breeze!" Two black leather spiked gloved 
thumbs up. (Roadrunner) bj 


[| Тгеропет Pal - Excess And Overdrive: Well they're 
French and that's not good. | mean after forty years of rock 
and roll what have the French given us? Right. Johnnie 
Holliday and Stinky Toys. And the press release describes 
them as industrial metalists. Which is usually just another 
way of saying the band can't play and has to rely on tape 
loops to get their ideas across. So imagine my surprise 
when | put this on and my stunned ears heard something 
that sounded like Ministry fronted by an inebriated Jim Thir- 
well. Yes: relentless, fulminating, twin-guitar driven 
atrabiliousness. Most of it just two or three riffs - some- 
times one that mutates slightly - a simple backdrop which al- 
lows the boys to cut loose with acidulous guitar interplay 
while the singer contemptuously yowls here, dramatically 
growls there, and almost none of it is pure industrial metal. 
"Stoned On Your Hate" rocks like a sonuvabitch, "Nowhere 
Land" is a disco thrash thing revolving around a harsh me- 
tallic bass figure and the title cut is mostly noisy grindcore: 
atonal, dyspeptic, unforgiving. The rest of the cd is fairly 
scintillating in its scabrousness. Amazing. Some of these 
guys must be British. They're just too good. (Roadrunner) 
ds 


Ш UFO Or Die - Cassette Tape Superstar: Yamatsuka Eye 
is bored. Hanatarashi self-destructed, and he hasn't formed 
the Boredoms yet. He's got this little bass 'n' drum combo, 
UFO Or Die, goin' nowhere. Their tapes aren't that hot, and 
you know how Japanese people are about their work ethic - 
he's actually losing sleep over something as low stakes as 
"underground music." After all, isn't this the Eye who has re- 
ceived some of the most overheated copy shop praise in 
history? In a three a.m. stupor he stumbles to the four- 
track, slaps in UFO Or Die's demo (the one they're using to 
sink the six-figure major label contract), hits record, and 
blows a load of hardcore frustration karate party funky 
ghetto DNA dog wave all over it. The next day the rest of 
the members kick him out for "ruining" their tape. The end 
product is this fucking masterpiece. What at first seems 
schizophrenic is in reality organic in a way John Zorn can 
only dream of: penis erect with the typical gorgeous pack- 
aging, the typical perfect sound. Atthe end of "Exploding 
Toilet Action" Eye screams, "You bought the fucking CD! If 
you don't like it, shut your fucking mouth. This is the only 
fucking UFO Or Die song!" . . . Which is what | should have 
said a paragraph ago. (Public Bath, Box 2134, Madison, 
WI 53701) al 


W various - The Scotty Story: This 30 cut cd release has 
me real excited. Because if Walter Kendrick is now getting 
his fifteen minutes of fame | must be next. Kendrick was 
one of the leading exponents of 60s Minneapolis garage 
rock sound. | know. Big deal. But this is kind of interest- 
ing. Listen. Kendrick owned and ran a studio called Scotty 
and while working there wrote a sneering, fuzz-suffused mi- 
sogynist masterpiece called "Action Woman" for the Elec- 
tras. "Action Woman" is today an undisputed classic, a sin- 
gle that should be on every juke box in America. Most poo- 
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bahs of sixties ephemera think the Electras wrote the song 
and haven't the foggiest notion of who Kendricks is or was. 
This set is designed to set the record straight and alert eve- 
rybody to the fact that Kendrick is some kind of unjustly ig- 
nored genius. Which he isn't. Still, the guy did write some 
mighty fine songs for the aforementioned Electras - the sar- 
donic "Dirty Old Man," the inspired rave "Won't Take No For 
An Answer" - and led a pretty hot rockin’ r&b flavored cover 
band called The Victors. He also produced a number of 
other combos who aren't worth mentioning - the novelty 
song "Beer Bust Blues" by the Scotsmen is a gas however - 
yet almost all of the garbage has been conveniently placed 
at the end of the CD which is certainly what | would call 
user friendly programming. (Arf! Arf! Box 465, Middlebor- 
ough, MA 02346) ds 


Ш various - Girls In The Garage, Vol. 6: Featuring swell 
"Coop" artwork on the front cover, the latest edition of this 
now long-running series has some great girl-group garage 
mania. Forget the cutesy-pie image associated with a lot of 
the femme combos from the late 50s and early 60s, this 
comp, like previous volumes, features some great garage- 
punk-r'n'r! Dig the early Star Club/Merseybeat sound of 
The Crazy Girls doing "Hey, Hey, Ha На!" or the somewhat 
suggestive romp "Watermelon Man" laid on us by Karin 
Krogh & The Public Enemies. "The Hoochy Coo" is a 
weirded-out masterpiece unfamiliar to these ears but ru- 
mored to be connected to members of The Music Machine! 
And what's Donna Loren talkin' about with her crazy "So Do 
The Zonk." What the hell is a "Zonk" anyways? I'm not 
sure | wanna know . . . well, maybe | do. Regardless, 
there’s only a couple of throwaway tunes, like the insipid 
Beatles’ novelty number "Ringo Boy" by Dora Peton, so the 
whole shebang is definitely a worthwhile investment for fans 
of aggressive '60s girl-rock. (Romulan) aw 


Ш various - Songs We Taught The Fuzztones: А lot of 
people think that garage rock scholars like Lux Interior, Billy 
Miller and Fuzztones' founder Rudi Protrudi are the ne plus 
ultra of hip. Gods even. Not me. Finding a lot of obscure 
60s punk tunes to cover doesn't make you the winged Ur- 
izen. If anything it brands you as a semi-literate moron. 
Think about how many millions of hours are wasted listen- 
ing to unmitigated crap before a couple of dozen decent 
tunes are found. Hours that might have been better spent 
reading Camille Paglia or Freud or Mishima. Or listening to 
Beethoven or the Sonics. But there's the rub: we wouldn't 
know about primitive punk progenitors like the Electras if it 
wasn't for people like Rudi, Lux, et al. And we wouldn't 
have compilations like this: thirty-five, two-and-a-half min- 
ute bursts of stupidity, satyriasis and psychosis disguised 
as incompetence from the likes of The Chob, The Fabs and 
The Litter. None of it pretty but all of it bold, overwrought, 
fuzzy and suffused with what the people of India call 
narachastra prayoga: the worship of one’s own sexual or- 
gan. (Available from Joe’s Record Paradise, telephone: 
(301) 460-8394) ds 


Ш Various - Get A Board: 14 cuts taken from the Wail On 
The Beach Ip added to fifteen more cuts to make a cd. 

Why am | telling you this? Because my friend Brian, ап ex- 
pert in this area, assures me that the original Ip is a classic. 
Зо | say, "Yeah, okay Brian. If it's a classic then why does 
it have so many of these surf vocal cuts." (You see | hate 
surf vocal cuts. The melodies are sappy and the singing 
sounds kind of . . . well, kind of effeminate.). Brian who 


likes surf vocals tells me they are minor gems even though 
some of them are technically, not surf, but hot rod numbers. 
Okay. Here's what | dig about this thing. The hot instros. 
Strong trebly guitars most of which are metallic and twangy. 
And those simple but primitive beats: savage, challenging, 
irresistible. And no fey singing. So if you liked Jan and 
Dean and the Surfaris, you'll be blown away by the obscuri- 
ties on Get A Board. If you're kind of a testosterone over- 
loaded guy like me you're gonna have to set the program- 
mer on your disc player. It's worth the effort though. (Sa- 
tan Records c/o Telstar) ds 


Bl various - Everything You Always Wanted To Know 
About 60's Mind Expansive Punkadelic Garage Rock In- 
strumentals But Were Afraid To Ask: Thanks guys for us- 
ing a rock reviewer friendly title. Oh | suppose | could de- 
scribe the joys that await the listener on each and everyone 
of these mind-bending cuts but wouldn't that bore the shit 
out of you? Okay, so ГИ dispense a little bit of wisdom in- 
stead and let you know in a couple of words how you can 
tell whether a compilation, any compilation, is worth buying: 
When you put the needle down any old place (or push the 
random button on your cd) and what comes out still sounds 
like stuff you've never heard before even though you know 
the tracks and track order by heart. So 'tis with this collec- 
tion of psychedelic instrumental curios many of which were 
recorded as filler for the A-sides of obscure singles. It's es- 
sential listening if you're the kind of guy or gal that reads 
Kicks or Ugly Things from cover to cover and even if you're 
not, I'm still willing to bet that you'll really dig these ingenu- 
ous instros. As a bonus you get a couple of cuts suspi- 
ciously resembling the Stones circa Satanic Majesties. (Arf! 
Arf!) ds 


Ш Various - Jungle Exotica: You like Screaming Jay 
Hawkins? Well, then you're gonna love this comp: thirty 
sizzling, sophomoric and simplistic r&b & rock instros with 
satirically exotic themes. Anything goes for a laugh here es- 
pecially racism and xenophobia. In fact, wild sardonicism 
greets anything not indigenous to points north of Mexico 
(Wait, there's a song by The Cherokees but | guess it 
counts 'cause I'm sure these boys believe the Red Man 
doesn't qualify as a native American) but it's impossible to 
get upset since the whole shebang is undercut with such a 
healthy contempt for the compositions and the musical 
genre in which they were composed. So the next time 
you're having a party, the purpose of which is to get blind 
stinking drunk, this is the disc to put on for dancing. That 
way you're guests can move as spasmodically as they'd like 
without fear of embarrassing themselves. (Trip c/o Crypt 
Records) ds 


Ш The Woggles - Teenage Dance Party: We're kind of mad 
at the Woggles, especially after discovering that they were 
billed ahead of local faves Date Bait at a gig at New Jer- 
sey's world famous Maxwells. But Kim Kane told us we 
shouldn't hold a grudge because he really dug these guys. 
So when the CD came in the mail we "begrudgingly" gave it 
a listen. As much as we hate to admit it, this is a fabulous 
hard-rocking no nonsense blow out. That is to say, astutely 
assayed heavy drinking garage rock. Hence the frenetic 
ode to "Mad Dog 20/20" which kicks off this mindless opus. 
Hence our making it a permanent part of the Brutarian party 
library. (Estrus) ds 
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Possessed: The True Story Of 
An Exorcism 


ТРота$ B. Allen 


Doubleday(1993) — — 
by Dom Salemi 


ARIAN 


LIBRARY 


It began with the Ouija board. 
Whenever Aunt Harriet was visiting 
the family in their small one and a 
half story wood frame house in Mt. 
Rainer, Maryland she would invari- 
ably set up shop at the kitchen table. 
There, she and her slight and diffi- 
dent nephew, Robbie, would spend 
hours moving the planchette around 
the polished wood board in an at- 
tempt to communicate with the 
dead. Auntie’s motives were benign; 
she had no interest in calling up dark 
forces. She was a confirmed Chris- 
tian. However, Harriet was also a 
practicing Spiritualist and because of 
this she paid little attention to the Bi- 
ble’s admonition against consorting 
with spirits. Neither did Robbie's 
family. They would regret it. 


Shortly before Robbie’s fourteenth 
birthday, the scratching began under- 
neath the bed in grandma’s room. 
Perhaps scratching was the wrong 
word for it. If you listened real close 
it sounded more like claws being 
scraped across wood. However you 
wanted to describe it, there was no 
denying that the noises were very 
creepy. And they didn’t stop. Every 
night around seven they would start 
and then continue until midnight. Af- 
ter a few nights Robbie’s family be- 
came desperate. Floorboards and 
wall panels were torn up in an effort 
to find the rodent that everyone was 
sure was causing the eerie racket. 
The search proved fruitless. 
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Eleven days after the "annoyance" 
began, Aunt Harriet died in St. Louis. 
The sounds in grandma’s room 
stopped. But new ones began in Rob- 
bie’s room. It was the sound of 
squeaking shoes walking up and 
down beside his bed. Robbie wasn’t 
frightened, wasn’t frightened at all. 
Even when the scraping began under 
his bed and the mattress started to 
shake. 
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But soon, very soon, Robbie began to change. 
And it wasn’t for the better. 


Sound familiar? It should be. This is the begin- 
ning of the real life account on which the film, The 
Exorcist was based. The story behind Possessed is 
almost as strange. 


The book’s raison d’etre is a diary, a diary kept 
by one of the priest’s attending and aiding in the ex- 
orcism of young Robbie. For over forty years it gath- 
ered dust in a desk drawer in a locked room of a 
hospital. Although the room was in a wing where 
extremely mentally ill patients were kept, even the 
warders in this section refused to unlock its door. 
Ask yourself this question, the question the author 
asked himself: "In a wing of madmen, what kind of 
madness could keep that one room locked?" 


When work began on a new hospital, the old one 
was ordered torn down. Before this could be ac- 
complished however, the furniture inside the an- 
cient medical facility had to be removed. 


No one would open the door to the locked room. 


It had to be broken into by a worker who, out of 
curiosity, decided to open the single cobwebbed 
covered drawer. There he found what would tum 
out to be the diary (more on this in a moment). 
The remainder of the furniture, just a few sticks of 
wood really, was later sold to a nursing home, the 
operators of which took these furnishings and 
placed them in a fourth floor locked room which 
was also never opened. When, years later, the nurs- 
ing home was scheduled for demolition, many of 
the work crew refused to brave the fourth floor. 


Why all this fuss over the hospital room and its 
furnishings? 


Robbie stayed in that room during his exorcism. 
That furniture was there in the room with him. 


Ah, but back to the papers found by the work- 
man. Well they puzzled him and so not knowing 
what he had or what he should do with them he 
turned them over to the administrator of the hospi- 
tal. A cursory glance at the moldy shcets so horri- 
fied the elderly bureaucrat that he decided it was 
best for all concerned that the exorcist's diary be 
"whisked out of sight." Fortunately, the official's 
daughter intervened and the history wound up in 
the hands of Father Halloran one of the priests who 
aided in the exorcism of Robbie. In a curious turn 
of events, Halloran was found by the author and al- 
though initially expressing some misgivings, the 
priest turned the diary over to Allen and told him all 
he knew. The father seemed almost grateful for the 
opportunity to unburden himself. 


A pretty creepy backdrop to our story I'm sure 
you'll agree. Still, nothing is as creepy as Robbie's 


tale and Allen tells it quite nicely. Although some 
readers might become bored with the minutiae of 
the Catholic Ritual of Exorcism which informs most 
of the book, I think most will find it fascinating, par- 
ticularly the way Allen often interweaves it with the 
outrages committed by Robbie. In the author's 
hands, the Ritual becomes a horrible and twisted 
passion play within the framework of the narrative. 
And, needless to say, almost all of Possession is terri- 
bly, terribly scary. It's not the kind of book you 
want to read in the middle of the night when you're 
the only one in the house. 


And what of the house at 3210 Bunker Hill Road, 
the place where all the evil began? Well, for years af- 
ter Robbie's family moved out, it stood empty. A 
baleful reminder of . . . of something strange, of 
something unearthly. Of course the adults in Mt. 
Rainer refused to talk about it. The kids called it 
the Devils' House and would throw rocks at the win- 
dows. Tramps would start fires in the empty dwell- 
ing which would often get out of control necessitat- 
ing a visit from the volunteer fire department. 


Soon the fire fighters began to complain about 
things other than tramps lurking about. 


That was the last straw for the people of Mt. 
Rainer. On a pleasant spring day in April 1964, the 
volunteer fire department burned Robbie's house 
to the ground. Witnesses who stumbled on the 
scene were informed it was simply a training exer- 
cise. 


You'd think that would have been the end of the 
matter. It wasn't. Macabre events continued to 
plague the Mt. Rainer area. There was the "Jeather- 
skinned, henna-haired, partially mummified corpse" 
of Alma Ella Coffman found hidden away in the 
closet of a decrepit house. The remains had been 
kept in the closet for 18 years. Clad in the waitress 
uniform she had apparently worn on the last day of 
her life, poor Alma was only discovered after her 
son, with whom she had been living, kicked the 
bucket. 


Then there was Francois Robert Bourgeau, a Hai- 
tian resident of Bunker Hill Road. A nice man and a 
fixture in the community, Robert loved children and 
ran errands in his blue pickup truck for his neigh- 
bors. Such a thoughtful person. So kind. It 
seemed almost impossible that he could have blown 
away two women and then set them on fire over 
something so silly as back rent. 


And then, later, there was the case of John Planer, 
another resident of Bunker Hill whose friend's 
brother "went off his rocker' and stabbed him to 
death. Also Ellen T. Day, whose common-law hus- 
band, Robert Hoffman came home early one morn- 
ing and put a shotgun shell in the back of her head. 
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And по one ever figured out how Danny Velasquez 
fell into a coma one day and then died two weeks 
later. Or how two mysterious fires which claimed 
the lives of a sixty-eight year old woman and a 
twenty-eight year old man were started. 


On and on it goes. Today, while researching this 
article, I discovered that two people were killed in a 
head on collision in the Mt. Rainer area. God 
knows what stuff goes on here that doesn’t make its 
way into the papers. But to tell you the truth, I'm 
not sure Г really want to know. Bunker Hill Road is 
a cursed place. I have no doubt about that. You 
see, I went there to get a little "background" for this 
review. I drove out there on a hot summer day in 
August. I turned off the four lane highway, cruised 
past a few mom and pop stores and made a left 
onto the rue macabre. 


Suddenly I felt like I was in the Twilight Zone. 
There was an almost palpable air of decay and dis- 
quiet surrounding the blasted site where Robbie 
used to live. I parked my car in front of what used 
to be a house and was now little more than a grassy 
knoll skirted by a decaying concrete foundation. 
What was once the interior of the house had been 
roped off, demarcated. This was the center. I 
climbed a small hill outside the boundary line to get 
a closer look. As I reached the crest, I sensed some- 
thing was very wrong. Yes, that was it: there was 
an almost absurd stillness in the air. Lawnmowers 
had shut off, the noises emanating from the church 
across the road had ceased, and the boys at the vol- 
unteer fire station kitty-cornered to the lot had quit 
their horsing around to gape at me. I watched with 
mounting uneasiness as two or three severely re- 
tarded people appeared, as if from nowhere, and be- 
gan to haltingly make their way down the sidewalk 
adjacent to where I was standing. "There were ba- 
bies crying," I remember thinking at the time, "there 
were babies crying when I got out of my car and 
now 1 don’t hear them anymore." 


I stumbled down the hill, past the monstrous 
looking mongoloids staring at me with their pale, 
fish-like faces, and fell into my car. Would I be al- 
lowed to leave? I said a silent prayer and jammed 
the key in the ignition. I don’t really remember driv- 
ing away. 

I realize this all sounds horribly corny, like some- 
thing out of an H. P. Lovecraft short story but let me 
tell you something; I'm never going back there. 

And you'd be а fool to want to visit. But if you insist 
on asking for directions, read Possessed first. If 
you're still game after that, ГИ be glad to give them 
to you. 


Striptease 
Carl Hiaasen 


т сс асс ы 
by Sally Eckhoff 


It takes a whole string of flunkies to get Congress- 
man Dave Dilbeck to behave, and his latest caper is 
so insane that his best-paid sidekicks have to scram- 
Ые like hell to make sure their man stays out of 
both the newspapers and the slammer. Dilbeck, twi- 
light mover, bon vivant, and perennial letch, had 
gone on a bender that landed his very drunk ass at a 
strip joint called the Eager Beaver while а bachelor 
party was in full swing. When the groom-to-be 
lurched onto the stage and wrapped his arms 
around Erin, a particularly innocent newcomer, the 
Congressman chivalrously beat him senseless with a 
Korbel bottle before the gargantuan bouncer had a 
chance to stop the action. 


Now, Dilbeck’s backers have accidentally started 
a running game in which two nut-cutting lawyers 
are trying to fleece each other, the unconscious 
groom’s fiancee is trying to shake down Dilbeck's 
shyster, and a guy who recognized Dilbeck in the 
club is about to have a very interesting accident, 
while the Eager Beaver itself is resorting to cheap 
(and hilarious) espionage. Erin’s homicidal airhead 
of a husband wants a piece of the action, and Dil- 
beck is still traipsing after his dream girl. Striptease 
is complicated, wonderfully reasoned, and lots of 
fun. 


What is it with Miami? We have crime in the 
Northeast, God knows. Remember the Westie in 
New York who was arrested and charged with multi- 
ple murders, at least one of which was alleged to 
have included a beheading? He told the newspa- 
pers something like, "sure, I killed a couple of guys, 
but I never decapitated nobody. That’s sick!" But 
nobody up here writes about stuff like this: instead, 
our Fourth Estate is populated by faceless ink 
drudges who slave for cheapass dailies like the Post, 
and by assholes like Michael Korda who write stuff 
about how powerful they are. Face it, the newspa- 
per bit in the Big Apple is a sorry mess that hasn’t 
produced any great crimehounds since Meyer Ber- 
ger. Florida, on the other hand, spawned Leonard 
and Willeford as well as Edna O’Brien, whose The 
Corpse Had A Familiar Face is a cornucopia of 
pervy crime. (Like O’Brien, Hiaasen writes for the 
Miami Herald.) Maybe it’s the availability of kinka- 
jous, sugar, Cubans and drugs in the Sunshine State 
that ups the insanity quotient. In any case, Hiaasen 
has made his backyard a war zone and gleefully 
blown it to bits. 
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One of the coolest things about Striptease is 
Hiaasen’s compassionate concern for the quotidian 
hassles of table dancers. It seems that in order to 
stay in business, a joint like the Beaver has to com- 
pete, so the owner keeps upping the ante by intro- 
ducing newer and slipperier activities to keep the 
customers coming. The girls, even the veterans like 
Urbana Sprawl and both Moniques, have to wrestle 
in oil. Then it’s pasta. Then creamed corn. The 
dames get antsy - ever had niblets up your crack? - 
and start defecting to the Flesh Farm down the 
road, where the employees have to do ever-more de- 
grading stuff but the management will cross your 
palm with a grand for signing on. Then it’s war. 


Hiaasen’s imagination is firm and springy. His 
ear for dialogue is keen, and he’s good at slipping 
in surreal little details: a drug addict flashing a 
cheerful goodbye wave with a steak knife to two 
shuddering fools he’s just kidnapped, a huge guy so 
intent on demonstrating his high threshold for pain 
that he lets a pet monkey chew bloody craters in his 
shoulder while he stands motionless and peaceful 
as a mountain. There’s a great scene where the 
crazy kidnapper deprives the newlyweds of their 
birth control pills - he later passes them off as Bel- 
gian Dilaudids to some poor slob - and the young 
wife is beside herself because (she says) her hub 
can’t get it up with a condom and ergo their honey- 
moon sexfest is fucked. 


People end up (in various stages of disrepair) in- 
side fishlockers, car trunks, and piles of cooked spa- 
ghetti. You get a good, close look at the merchan- 
dise on the hoof, too: nice to see the showgirl of 
the Congressman’s dreams has seahorses on her G- 
string, gross to see Dilbeck smeared with hot Vase- 
line wearing nothing but his cowboy boots. What 
the guy is doing when he has his big encounter 
with the cops is worth the price of admission, and 
the lady who hangs around her backyard in oven 
mitts and a catcher’s mask on account of all her 
wolves is a nice touch, too. Striptease isn’t dark 
and dusty enough to be an existential hoedown, so 
if that’s what you need, read Down And Out In 
Paris And London instead. But be sure to wear a 
pasty as a thinking cap, and stuff a $50 bill in your 
own sock before you toddle off to bed. 
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Carnival Culture: The Trashing Of Taste In 
America 


James B. Twitchell 


Columbia University Press (1992) 
by Dom Salemi 


What happened to the presumption that one 
could use the words "bad" and "good" when talking 
about the arts? When did subjectivity as opposed to 
learned objectivity become the critical norm? Why 
is beauty no longer a matter of unity, order and co- 
herence but of spread sheets and prospectuses? 


James B. Twitchell's provocative, penetrating and 
at times, infuriating Carnival Culture attempts to an- 
swer these questions and plenty of others. Ques- 
tions I'm sure you've often asked yourself. Like: 
Why are there more channels on my television but 
less things to watch? Why is so much money being 
spent on what are essentially the B-movies of yester- 
year? Can there be said to be any aesthetic value in 
mass produced entertainments? Is serious art in 
danger of being subsumed and co-opted by the 
ephemeral by-products of popular culture? 


Carnival Culture is, essentially, a study of the 
transformation of the publishing, movie and televi- 
sion industries since the 60s and how through their 
relentless replication of images they were able to 
eradicate the concepts of taste and discrimination, 
indeed the very concept of aesthetics. By pandering 
to the public, Twitchell argues, the doyens of show 
business have allowed the "vulgar" to triumph, have 
democratized culture to such a degree that the barri- 
ers between high brow, middle brow and low brow 
have been blurred and are today in imminent dan- 
ger of being totally obscured. 


The metaphor employed by Twitchell for this in- 
sidious process is the carnival. It's a felicitous one. 
The poet or artist gazing today at America with its 
consistent demands for spectacle, its lust for the 
shocking and titillating, its desire for instant gratifi- 
cation, could find no better objective correlative, no 
better image than the midway with its thrill rides, its 
garish and primitive entertainments. 


Yes, today we no longer ask, as Aristotle once did 
when confronted with an imaginative work: What 
was the intent of the artis? How successful was the 
artist in achieving what he set out to do? Was it 
worth the effort? Today, we passively listen to the 
barker as he tempts us with all manner of bizarre 
promises and then look around to see how long the 
line is. 

As historian, Twitchell is brilliant and insightful. 
If you want a vade mecum accurately and penetrat- 
ingly limning the decline of 20th Century western 
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culture this is the tome. As a cultural critic, sociolo- 
gist and philosophical economist however, 
Twitchell is often way off base. Some examples: 


Our guide hates rock and roll and has very little 
good to say about it. In fact, Twitchell confesses 
that he cannot even listen to most "pop" music. A 
startling admission from a soi disant scholar of 
American culture and one that casts a pall on his 
achievement. For if the purpose of Carnival Cul- 
ture is to examine the detritus of contemporary 
America and so allow us to understand that what we 
value is what we consume, how can such a study 
claim to be definitive if it virtually ignores some- 
thing so vital, vibrant and endemic? Of course, this 
doesn’t stop Twitchell from expressing his opinion 
on the subject. Just for the record, Jimmy, you 
should know that only a frightened hermeneutic rac- 
ist would opine "most of my colleagues would I 
think judge . . . voodoo sounding . . . rap music to 
be about as low as this culture has yet fallen." Be- 
sides, in terms of popular music the worst rap has 
not even approached the abyss that is the tuneless 
Afro-American love ballad. 


What is even more difficult to stomach is 
Twitchell's view of auteur theory as nonsense, as an 
excuse for "connoisseurship." While I'd be the first 
to admit that even the attempt to make the case for 
Sidney Lumet - whom Twitchell cites as support - 
or Mervin LeRoy as creative artist is ludicrous; does 
he really expect us to believe that the gaffer or best 
boy is just as much the author of a film as Orson 
Welles? That we cannot talk about recurring 
themes in the cinema of Hitchcock, the surrealism 
of Bunuel, the Fellini oeuvre as a unified body of 
work, the unconscious ineptitude of Ed Wood, Jr? 
Certainly, movies began as "mere entertainment" 
and many aspire only to that, but how does this 
lead to the exclusion of film from the sphere of art? 
Didn't opera began as mere entertainment for the 
masses? Who today would say that the best opera 
has given us isn't art? Not the white-bread, bespec- 
tacled Twitchell who has hundreds of years of 
hegemonist western European criticism on his side. 


Then there is Twitchell's bete noir: the Frankfurt 
School theorists. These critics argue that popular 
culture is the product of the manipulation of the 
many for the profit of the few. Now while no one 
but hopeless Romantics would contend that a few 
guys sitting in a room somewhere are systematically 
desensitizing the populace so as to create a "false 
consciousness" driven by material desire, only a 
brain dead imbecile believes that show business 
mavens have no real idea what they're doing, that 
it's all a crap shoot, that they're chasing after John 
Q. Public trying to discern what moves him, that no 
one really knows what will work. There's a reason, 


Jimmy, that the Super Bowl is a four hour telecast but 
the ball is moved and in play for only seven minutes. 
It’s no accident, Mr. Alumni Professor that corpora- 
tions don't care whether their infomercials come on 
in the a.m. or the p.m., it's all b.m. to them. They 
know people will tune in. You think the home shop- 
ping networks are an accident? People who watch tv - 
and the average American watches seven and one-half 
hours - are being slowly transmogrified into insensate 
morons, into the shuffling corpses of George 
Romero's Dawn Of Tbe Dead wandering aimlessly 
about in a darkened shopping mall. 


As a wrestling aficionado I also found Twitchell's 
nicely written but completely wrongheaded analysis 
of the semiotics of the sport quite amusing. (Obvi- 
ously, the result of too many hours in a dimly-lit 
room pouring over Roland Barthes.) Here's the prob- 
lem with it. If the audience knows the whole thing is 
faked - it's called a "work" in the trade - then how on 
earth can rasslin' be satisfying its audiences "ancient 
yearnings . . . for larger-than-life figures with simple 
problem solving techniques." Wake up and smell the 
coffee Jim, people watch wrestling because it is the ul- 
timate spectacle: large men in ridiculous costumes 
pretending to fight and actually getting hurt while 
performing the charade. And when they're not fight- 
ing they're all doing idiotic takes on the miles glorio- 
sus. Some of the participants are better at it than oth- 
ers but when everyone is, for the most part, acting 
like a testosterone fueled Harpo Marx does it really 
matter? 


Finally, I would just like to say this, in the hopes 
that Mr. Twitchell will respond. Television is not 
more "interesting" than people, Professor Twitchell. 
TV is more interesting than people who habitually 
watch television. How could it not be? TV deadens 
consciousness, stunts intellectual and spiritual 
growth and increases body weight and physical tor- 
por. However, for those who are not inveterate televi- 
sion watchers, and our numbers are legion, talking or 
listening to our kind talk is far more "arresting" than 
anything offered by the boob tube. Think about it: 
Would you rather be chatting up Ric Flair at a cocktail 
party or watching Cbeers? The answer to anyone 
with a brain is obvious. And while this may come asa 
shock to the author, I can't picture anything more en- 
joyable than batting ideas back and forth with bim. 
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Вад Girls Do It: Ап Encyclopedia of Female 
Murderers 


Michoel Newton 


Loompanics (1993) 
by Dom Salemi 


Poetic polymath Paglia postulated that just as there 
are no female Mozarts, there are also no female Jack 
The Rippers. Why? Well, because serial or sex mur- 
der, like fetishism is a "perversion of male intelli- 
gence... essentially masculine іп its deranged ego- 
tism and orderliness . . . the antisocial equivalent of 
philosophy, mathematics and orderliness." 


So, Camille, how do you explain Aileen Carol Wuor- 
nos, a sick little puppy who worked truck stops and 
bars posing as a prostitute so she could lure horny 
guys onto deserted roads just to blow their heads off 
and drive away with their cars and trucks? She’s sup- 
posed to have killed at least seven poor lonely bas- 
tards using this modus operandi. 


"Aaah," I can almost hear poor deluded Ms. Paglia 
sighing "she’s an aberration and most likely the first 
female serial killer in history." 


Well then, Ms. P., how do you account for Marti En- 
riqueta, a practicing witch who abducted and mur- 
dered little children in Spain as long ago as 1912? 
Authorities were later to discover that the malicious 
Marti, after savagely butchering her victims, would 
boil their bodies until they had attained the consis- 
tency of a loathsome gelatin and then bottle the odi- 
ous jello for later use as an ingredient in her expen- 
sive love potions. Although only charged with the 
murder of six innocents, investigators had to reason 
to believe there were many more. 


And if you want to go back still further, there’s the 
infamous Countess Erzsebet (Elizabeth) Bathory, oth- 
erwise known as the Queen Of Blood, a vile creature 
predating Jack The Ripper by almost three hundred 
years. Legend has it that a decade or so before the 
17th Century, Erzsebet began to desanguinate and 
then bathe in the blood of nubiles in an effort to pre- 
serve her rapidly diminishing looks. The truth, as is 
so often the case, is much, much sicker. Looney Liz 
wasn't interested in baths; she was keen for torture, 
mutilation and gory murder. She would enjoin 
houschold servants to repair with her to her dungeon 
where she would command them to strip and hold 
down an innocent victim. Her subjects immobilized, 
the Countess would treat them to sundry depreda- 
tions including tearing breasts to shreds, burning vagi- 
nas with candle flames and biting great chunks of 
flesh from the face and body. Before she over- 
stepped her bounds and began to prey on minor no- 
bility, the Countess was able to dispose of over three 
to six hundred victims. 


True, most serial killers are male, but female serial 
killers have always been with us - remember the 
Moors’ Murderers and the Manson Family? - and now 
we have this entertaining study of female murderers 
which shows just how ubiquitous they’ve been. 
Strictly speaking, only seventy percent of Newton’s 
183 profiles are those of serial killers which most ex- 
perts would define as individuals who commit two or 
more murders at different times. The other thirty per- 
cent would have to be classified as multiple murder- 
ers but for most of us, the mere act of killing one per- 
son and then walking into another room to kill yet an- 
other would qualify as "different times." Strict adher- 
ence to definitions results in often ridiculous distinc- 
tions. The FBI refuses to label John Wayne Gacy a "se- 
rial" killer because their parameters force the exclu- 
sion of those who commit murders in the same place. 


Unlike their male counterparts, female serial killers 
aren't always abused children. Audrey Marie Hilley 
suffered from nothing more than a normal childhood 
yet that didn't stop her from poisoning her husband, 
mother-in-law, mother, playmates of her children and 
several neighborhood policemen. The husband, 
mother and mother-in-law failed to pull through. 
Mrs. Leon Bearce didn’t appear to be all that unusual. 
Oh sure, there was that young waitress found hang- 
ing from a tree near the small Glen Falls tourist camp 
she and her husband operated but there was a sui- 
cide note. One year later, the missus slashed the 
throats of her three children. "If that knife hadn’t 
been so dull," she told arresting officers, "ГА have 
done the job on myself." The motive: fear of divorce 
and separation from those same children. 


What Newton’s book apparently confirms is that 
most of these girls, unlike males (seventy-one percent 
in fact), commit their atrocities on gulp, family mem- 
bers, friends and acquaintances. And again, in contra- 
distinction to guys like Bundy, Gacy, Gein, et al., who 
kill for kicks, only eight percent of the gals claim simi- 
lar motivation. Thirty-five percent of the weaker ves- 
sels kill purely for financial gain. But don’t labor un- 
der the misconception that the "weaker," the kinder, 
the gentler sex are humane killers. Only onc-third of 
our femme fatales utilize the Lucretia Borgia method: 
poison. The other two-thirds strangle, shoot, bludg- 
eon or drown their victims. 


Kind of frightening isn’t it? I mean, you do enough 
research, you can figure out whether one of your 
poker buddies is stashing adolescent corpses in his 
crawl space. No amount of study, on the other hand, 
will allow you to conclusively rule out your mom or 
your wife as a closet murderer. So best start treating 
your women with the respect they deserve. Send 
them flowers every so often. And don’t forget to tell 
them you love them. Otherwise you're liable to wind 
up оп а steel table with a tag on your toe. 
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Specimen Tank 
Buzz Callaway 


Manic d Press (1993) 
by Dom Salemi 


What do you do, indeed what can you do, when 
you've seen and done it all but you still have to 
work because you're dead broke. Answer: Become 
a guinea pig at a pharmaceutical testing lab where 
they pay thousands of dollars to people who are 
willing to take strange pills, suffer injections and 
then lie around all day watching tv waiting for some- 
thing to happen. 


Doesn’t sound too bad, does it? Wally doesn’t 
think so either. He’s the guy at the center of the hy- 
pothetical question: mid-thirties, former college 
and high school lit teacher, pornographic film per- 
former, monologist and . . . And a lot of things ће 
couldn’t put down on the lab questionnaire includ- 
ing hustler, drug dealer, pimp and petty criminal. 
Yeah, Wally's cool, man. He's "done it all" but he's 
tired of living in a decrepit Battery Park apartment 
in "one of those abandoned habit trails built for the 
boomers before they swam back up the Hudson to 
spawn." He's bored listening to his beautiful but in- 
cessantly cranky mistress carp about her need to 
breed. He's had it up to here with middle age East 
Village poseurs, the kind who adamantly refuse to 
admit that life has utterly defeated them. (You 
know the type: Jane works as a typesetter but she's 
really a painter, Dick, a carpenter is just killing time 
with it until he finds an agent to publish his novel, 
etc., etc.). 


So you probably get the picture. Wally is a jerk- 
off. We shouldn't really like him but there's just 
something about him that's so friggin' agrecable. 
Maybe because we all have friends like him. Hip. 
Articulate. Always performing because everything 
and everyone around is so boring. 


Essentially he's what some happening critic might 
deem a post-modern cynic, i.e., one who knows the 


price of everything while believing the value of all 
of it, any of it, to be less than zero. Although a man 
of discerning taste - he likes Bach and the Sex Pis- 
tols - neither music nor any of the plastic arts hold 
any real attraction for Wally. People are no longer 
real to him. They're bad actors in bad sitcoms. 
When Wally feels like watching television, he goes 
down to local bars and chats up his former friends. 
If you want to get a rise out of Wally you've got to 
talk immediate gratification of the senses. 


But the haute cuisine, the deviant sex, the copi- 
ous quantities of booze and crank; these bring only 
diminishing returns. Wally (and Jane) now want 
something else. Could it be normalcy? That house 
in the suburbs with the two-car garage? Possibly. 
With the sudden and continuous influx of money 
Jane and Wally are getting from their "work" at the 
lab, Wally tells us that the couple's interest in life, in 
"stuff" is coming back. 

This is one of the things that keeps you turning 
the pages: the hope that this sarcastically cool guy 
will come through, will return to the land of the liv- 
ing. 


Of course we know that there's no way this is go- 
ing to happen. Jane and Wally are dead to life. 
They're just going through the motions. And if we 
needed to know why, Callaway tells us on page 153: 


America is brain dead and all of us are liv- 
ing т a cesspool. We're sinking lower and 
lower and becoming deliriously bappy as 
our lives degenerate into fantasy. All you 
can do is cling to tbe edge and try not to 
drink yourself sick. 


Callaway sets most of his cesspool in a very recog- 
nizable Loisaida East Side Manhattan. The bars, the 
performance spaces, the lofts, the people who 
haunt them, all nicely exaggerated for comic effect 
but all essentially dead-on accurate. It's unreal yet 
all too real. Horrifyingly banal but also terribly 
funny. Specimen Tank isn't perfect. The author 
misses the mark a bit when he has his protagonists 
take up permanent residence in the medical lab in 
the final third of the book - I especially missed the 
acidulous interchanges that passed for conversation 
between Wally and Jane - and goes for an affect the 
publishers dub "magical realism" but which smacks 
more of splatterpunk. Thankfully, Callaway allows 
Wally to find Emily, a fellow warder who in turn al- 
lows Wally to regale us with the absurd and comi- 
cally nauseating history of his life. 


Cheerfully sardonic, scathingly funny and laced 
with dialogue that perfectly captures that death-in- 
life quality so typical of the foppish denizens of 
"downtown," Specimen Tank is quite an impressive 
achievement for a first effort. 
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Peter Eicher (1993) 
Avon Books: Ten- 
der and touching 
stories of close en- 
counters with the 
King, all of which 
supposedly took 
place after His 
death. My favorite 
vignette finds a 
teenage girl being 
serenaded ina 
spook emporium 
called The House 
Of Frankenstein by 
an obviously inebri- 
ated "Presley." He 
asks her to keep 
“our little secret" then wanders off 
with an associate into the maze of 
horrors. Nobody notices. For 
those of you who take testimonials 
like this at face value I prescribe 
the first two chapters of Albert 
Goldman’s monumentally enter- 
taining Elvis biography. This will 
leave you with little doubt that the 
obese, drooling, junkie who 
beshat himself so often he had to 
have thick towels pinned around 
his buttocks, bought the farm on 
that hot August day in 1977. And 
that it was best for all concerned 
that he did. 


[0 ALL I NEED IS LOVE - Klaus Кіп- 
ski (1988) Random House: An 
autobiography so preternaturally 
priapic the horri- 
fied publishers 
asked their distribu- 
tors to return all 
copies so that they 
could be destroyed. 
Today, the book is 
almost impossible 
to find and that’s a 
shame. АИ I Need 
reads like Celine in 
the grip of perma- 
nent satyriasis. Kin- 
ski seems to have 
come out of the 
womb with an erec- 
tion. He fucks 
every woman who 
crosses his path in- 


ÛJ ELVIS SIGHTINGS - 


cluding his mother and by the end 
of his short, impassioned narrative 
he’s making eyes at his daughter 
Nastassia. Nothing matters except 
pussy. Pussy and a few great writ- 
ers like Villon, Shakespeare and 
Dostoyevsky. Movies are a joke; 
Kinski doesn’t even read the 
scripts and those who make a liv- 
ing in the film trade are less than 
dirt. Directors are "shit eaters" es- 
pecially Herzog whose asshole 
and guts Kinski fantasizes being 
eaten by giant red ants. Nota sin- 
gle date is given and at no point in 
this feverish dream does Klaus re- 
veal his age. The author’s last 
words: "I feel sick." 


ÛÎ BLACK ACTION FILMS - James 
Robert Parish and George H. Hill 
(1992) McFarland: White trash 
film aficionados love to stand 
around, legs spread, hands in 
pockets hustling their balls whilst 
trying to one-up the other on the 
subject of arcane seventies black 
exploitation flicks. For such peo- 
ple, this tome is the answer to 
their prayers - no not the one in- 
volving an extra set of balls and a 
few more fingers - an 800 page vol- 
ume of plot synopses, critical 
analyses and production credits 
for every theatrically released and 
made-for-television actioners relat- 
ing to blacks and the black experi- 
ence. And you have to say it’s de- 
void of white bias inasmuch as it's 
been researched and written by 
Afro-American professors. Maybe 
not the last word on the subject 
but clearly an indispensable work 
in the field of camp racist cinema. 


LJ LOOMPANICS GOLDEN RE- 
CORDS - ed. Michael Hoy (1993) 
Loompanics: Forget about the 
fact that Loompanics not only pays 
to advertise in our fab mag but 
sells it through their catalogue; 
they’re a delightfully subversive 
and erudite little book company. 
And their annual catalogues pro- 
vide hours of great bathroom read- 
ing whether its the descriptions of 
the books being offered for sale or 


the many highly original and pene- 
trating articles. Golden Records 
contains more than forty of the 
"best and most imaginative" fea- 
tures they’ve published in the last 
three years - including my favorite 
(and one I think I may need to re- 
fer to some day very soon) "Surviv- 
ing In Prison." Our only very mi- 
nor complaint is that the editors 
have not yet seen fit to employ 
Brutarian geniuses like Jarrett 
Huddleston to illustrate these liter- 
ate and highly entertaining com- 
pendiums. 


ГІ THE JOE BOB REPORT - joe 
Bob Briggs: Is there a more enter- 
taining social and political satirist 
in the good ole U S of A than Joe 
Bob Briggs? I don’t think so. 

You think there’s a funnier, more 
perceptive, more informed stu- 
dent of trash film than the foun- 
der and host of The Movie Chan- 
nel's Drive-In-Theatre? Find him 
or her for me. And if you’re read- 
ing this, do we even need to tell 
you about Mr. Brigg's amazing six- 
teen-page bi-weekly newsletter? 
Probably not, but for those of you 
who have just touched down on 
planet earth here’s what you get 
for about a dollar and a quarter an 
issue: two feature film reviews 
each of which kick off with Joe 
Bob’s patented broadside on 
some perceived societal ill; two 
caustic commentaries on more 
pernicious societal ills; two to 
three pages of trashy movie re- 
views culled from a subscriber re- 
view board; the Drive-In Theatre 
preview page (Hey! The guy’s 
gotta make a living doesn't ће); 
an amusing letters section appro- 
priately titled Advice To The Hope- 
less; and a Find That Flick Contest 
feature. Plus comics, book re- 
views (we need more of 'em Joe 
Bob) and a grapevine section alert- 
ing readers to the goings-on in the 
world of fringe entertainment. 
Truly the total package for the lit- 
erate misanthrope. (Send $35 for 
a year's subscription to We Are 
The Weird, PO Box 2002, Dallas, 
TX 75221) 
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та itchy, I'm itchy, I'm itchy, and when I'm itchy I can't sleep. 


T ë What a bum, lying here on this healthy futon, no Ms. Perfect 
Nothing hing up and do 
К bombastic frame. It's 1:30 a.m. апа I think, I think, I think I need 
in С ге а $ e $ а beer. Woe betide anybody dense enough to get in the way 
only friend in academia, says so. Ladies often need drinks, and I 
need lots of them. Beefeater martinis (up with an olive), quarts of 
Belgian Morte Subite, Grgich Hills Cabernet (preferably '82), 
cl е ver n ess, shots of Jamesons, frozen Akvavit, Barrilito Three Star rum, 12- 
n O th I n g and soda, Pernod, Absinthe, Chateau Screwcap, schooners of la- 
ger, more, more, more! And when I’m done, if I can get a cab 
out snoring on top of your pile of New Yorkers. Next morning, I 
that С h es ty won't know how I got there, and I'll probably wake you up clatter- 
blush and ко Pabe 
There is no frigate like a cocktail. Nothing increases oppor- 


toys to play with, invisible ants marching up and down my 
when a lady needs a drink. Even Miss Manners, Ms. Perfect's 
opportunistic 
packs of Genny Cream Ale, Temple Bar margaritas, Campari 
b 4 Í П 9 5 оп right away, ГЇЇ come over and do wild things to you before I pass 
ing around your medicine cabinet hunting for Tylenol. I love you 
g en er О u $ tunistic cleverness, nothing brings on that слезу blush and gen- 


= - erous inner-thigh scissoring urge like four Gibsons and a half bot- 
Inner- th [ g h tle of house red. Wine makes you philosophical. Akvavit makes 
р Б you ambitious and precise. Nothing brings out the bon vivant 
like properly chilled vodka. But when you get up from your gar- 
5СІ55ОГІП(д rulous pedestal table to pee, take а minute to take in your reflec- 
r tion in the tavern’s bathroom mirror. You are drunk. You look 
ur g e | I k e like a piece of shit. Max doesn't think so, but what does he 
fo ur know? He's drunker than you are. And his paintings are on the 


barroom wall, so none of this is costing him a dime. 


G Í D SO n $ What does it prove? Who cares? When you were about sev- 
d h If enteen and puking about a gallon of Spanada out the door of a 
i i i foundation of your spiritual 
a n a a speeding van, did you think that the \ 
life was being cemented by what you were doing that very sec- 
b tt | е f ond? Legs wrapped around a tank of nitrous, snorting bathtub 
O O speed, it's too late to eliminate a chemical dependency that's 
been in place since you were fifteen. I got started late but met 
h О u S e my Waterloo being poured drinks - on the job - by someone that 
re d " Ihated. A few gin 'n’ tonics and I was sawdust. I did some wild 


stroll-type dance with my boss, who, being an extra-large big 
shot, disappeared. Next moming, I looked at the kitchen lineup 
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Eckhoff 


and knew I was fired. The only thing you can do about a lifelong 
habit I learned, is alter it. Eventually, we all graduated from 
those kid-stuff betises to more adult pursuits like getting into ar- 
guments (fueled by lots of frozen margaritas) about whether 
Clapton is God that terminate in getting a hole knocked in the 
bedroom ceiling by a friend who is wielding one of your chairs to 
prove a point. You must always be drunk on something, said 
Baudelaire. Turpentine, gasoline, ink, pousse-cafes, I don't care. 
Get busy. Get drunk, throw up, be somebody. Sex tums you into 
a kind of alien. The alcohol is to help you hang onto the idea that 
you are not, in the midst of it all, a ghost. 


You are a ghost already, that much is certain. To be a Bru- 
tarian, moreover, is to get rid of some of the pain of being a man. 
Daring to be lame is a multifarious challenge that involves a cer- 
tain amount of abuse, both to the self and others. Liquor works 
great wherever that hip new personality omnibus, shame, fits. I 
am in favor of shame. It keeps people inline. It must be pre- 
served. Women unprepared to be the agents of retro-change 
should stand out of the way. All into the breach, men, while we 
douse your virile fires with love and irrigate your veins with whis- 
key. You're buying. We must funnel you into the domestic bottle 
and stopper it with extra vigor, as soon as we get a chance. 
Have another drink. 


А] the freedom ever offered you is in short snorts you can 
wrap your fist around. Bars all over the world, every night, are 
packed to the ceilings with revelers bubbling over with dread. 
They don't want to go home. Sailors and dwarves in some sleazy 
places in Barcelona are still lining up for absinthe. In my town, 
everybody bellies up to the bar for some overpriced Rolling Rock 
and an eyeful of Betty Page videos. I like the one where one of 
the models produces a black leathery looking rag and pulls it 
back and forth between her legs the way you buff a boot. 


If the only thing that really mattered were the accessibility of 
stimulation, we wouldn't need so much sauce. But we get tired 
and bored, and boredom is frustration spread thin. We lushes ac- 
tually know an energetic calmness no sober person can under- 
stand, when we undertake to apply our habits. And we will do 
things on short notice. So ask me out for a cocktail, and I will be 
there, my nose in your pocket, tame and ready as I'll ever be. 
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"To bea 
Brutarian, 
moreover, 
is to get rid 
of some of 
the pain of 
being a 
man. 
Daring to be 
lame is a 
multifarious 
challenge 
that 
involves a 
certain 
amount of 
abuse, both 
to the self 
and 
others." 
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Some great new releases from the ever-growing Char- 
nel House label, the folks who continue to bring us the 
best in "noise." Legendary Japanese guitarist Kazuyuki 
K. Null, well known from his current Zeni Geva record- 
ings, has been doing the same kind of mind-altering 
stuff for years, and the Charnel House people are try- 
ing to bring us some of his earlier work, material that 
wasn't available even when it was available. UL TRA- 
SONIC ACTION is live recordings from 1986-87 by 
Null's group A.N.P. (Absolute Null Punkt). Guitar, 
bass, drums, and vocals are the format, and it reminds 
the Pope of real early Swans' grindy stuff. Sixty-seven 
minutes of sheer guitar-noise terror. Also from our 
friends at Charnel House (with that name, what could 
one expect?) is the aforementioned Mr. Null and 
American weirdo guitarist Jim O'Rourke teaming up for 
a thing called NEW KIND OF WATER, a release of 
their duet recordings from 1991-92. Swirling, tremolo- 
laden trance music is the form here, with two tracks re- 
corded live at Chicago's Lounge Axe in '92. All com- 
pletely improvised. Those familiar with O'Rourke's 
sonic excursions with fellow stringbender Henry Kaiser 
will not be disappointed. C.C.C.C., a Japanese group 
comprised of bass, synthesizer, electronics, tape loops, 
etc., toured the United States last year and they've re- 
leased a live CD of the tour, LOUD SOUNDS 
DOPAT/LIVE IN U.S.A. This is truly "wall of sound." 
Howling like a hurricane, the music starts blasting and 
rarely lets up. A relentless sonic assault. Seventy min- 
utes, two tracks. Put this in, real loud, when your 
neighbors annoy you. Lastly, we have a Japanese group 
called Space Streakings with their new release, HATSU- 
KOI (FIRST LOVE), produced Бу К. К. Null. More 
conventional in their sound, compositions and instru- 
mentation (although, what the hell is bazookahorn?) 
these guys really rock, often at hyperspeed. Mixing 
punk, techno, jazz and rock, they sound like the theme 
from "Johnny Quest," sung in Japanese after ingesting 
about six-ounces of speed. With member names like 
Screaming Stomach on vocals and kazooka, Captain In- 
sect on bass, Karate Condor on dragonballz and dis- 
coattacker(?) and Kame Bazooka on vocals and alto 
sax, these fellows are different from a lot of the Japa- 
nese noise groups. Nice effort. If you're unable to find 
any of these releases at your local soundshop (and you 
shouldn't) drop the bigwigs a line at Charnel House 
Productions, P. O. Box 170277, San Francisco, Califor- 


nia 94117-0277. They deserve your business... Be 
on the lookout for a great compilation from Shock Re- 
cords (U.K.) called WHITE TRASH MOTHERFUCK- 
ERS. Six groups, eighteen tracks of some of the most 
twisted, tweaked sounds you can imagine. The first 
group, Ascension, boasts the great Stefan Jaworzyn of 
the late, lamented Shock Xpress mag from Britain. Per- 
haps my favorite group on this disc is the aptly titled 
Cosmonauts Hail Satan. Over a dirge-like drone of gui- 
tar, bass and drums they've laid some absolutely great 
tape loop/cut-ups from all over the place: religious ra- 
dio maniacs, snippets from films (is that Brad Dourif in 
Wise Blood?). This is truly enjoyable wrongness that 
cannot be overpraised. All the bands are from Great 
Britain, all are totally fucked and all are great (well, al- 
most). Don't miss it, and if you can't find it, write di- 
rectly to Shock at 56 Beresford Road, Chingford, Lon- 
don E4 6EF, England. Oh yeah, the artwork is by Sav- 
age Pencil. You can't go wrong . . . From Feral House, 
the people who gave us the great Apocalypse Culture, 
we now have SECRET AND SUPPRESSED: 
BANNED IDEAS AND HIDDEN HISTORY, edited by 
Jim Keith, which deals with various genres of cultural in- 
sanity. We have diverse articles on secret societies, ca- 
bals, mind control, and media disinformation. We get 
glimpses of Masonic chicanery in the Jack The Ripper 
murders, subliminal images in the film J.F.K., a dis- 
course on the annihilation in Waco, Texas, a transcript 
of the meeting between Sadam Hussein and Ambassa- 
dor April Glaspie (no wonder he marched into Kuwait), 
and a fascinating alternate version of the history of 
western civilization (from about 1200 on) gleaned from 
suppressed documents in the Vatican library. One of 
my faves is an account of the Jonestown massacre by 
conspiracy researcher John Judge who has some inter- 
esting things to tell us about Mark Lane. Even though 
his work, as detailed in Plausible Denial is laudable, I'd 
now like to ask Mr. Lane some hard questions about 
his role in the entire Jonestown scenario. Another 
popular conspiracy theory is also addressed: | AIDS a 
manmade scourge developed by the real powers in or- 
der to control world population? Fascinating reading 
from cover to cover, in some ways more thought pro- 
voking than Apocalypse Culture. Available at reputable 
booksellers, or direct from Feral House, PO Box 3466, 
Portland, Oregon 97208-3466. |f this sort of thing in- 
terests you, here are some places you can contact. 
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Subscribe to Steamshovel 
Press, 5927 Kingsbury, St. 
Louis, Missouri, 63112. Write 
for a catalog from lllumiNet 
Press, PO Box 2808, Lilburn, 
GA 30226; Prevailing Winds Re- 
search, PO Box 23511, Santa 
Barbara, California 93121; Flat- 
land, PO Box 2420, Fort Bragg, 
CA 95437; and Loompanics Un- 
limited, PO Box 1197, Port 
Townsend, WA 98368... In 
the same realm, somewhat, is 
SKEPTICAL INQUIRER, the 
journal of the Committee for 
the Scientific Investigation of 
Claims of the Paranormal. Arti- 
cles cover such topics as the 
"real" space ship, or flying sau- 
cer that was built by our gov- 
ernment. It was known as the 
Avro VZ-9 ship, designed to be 
almost thirty feet in diameter 
and go almost 1000 mph. What the hell happened to 
this thing? It's probably still around. They've або pub- 
lished features about subliminal persuasion and percep- 
tion. Admittedly a little hi-brow, but still pretty inter- 
esting. Write to Skeptical Enquirer, Box 703, Buffalo, 
NY 14226-0703 . . . Don't forget OBSCURE PUBLI- 
CATIONS AND VIDEO from Jim Romenesko. It cov- 
ers all kinds of fringe dwellers and their avocations. 
They ve talked about everybody from С. J. Schaefer, 
convicted killer and fiction writer (at least we hope it's 
all fiction) to Peter Sotos "the most" subversive publish- 
er of the '80s (and if you don't believe me, see if you 
can find some old issues of Pure). Write for subscrip- 
tion info to Jim at PO Box 1334, Milwaukee, WI 53201 
...А great-looking new book is GOOD TASTE 
GONE BAD: THE "ART" OF MITCH O'CONNELL, 
published by Good Taste Products, PO Box 267869, 
Chicago, Illinois 60626. O'Connell, whose work has 
appeared in Playboy, Heavy Metal, the Chicago Sun- 
Times and others, creates a very unusual melange of 
pop-trash culture, combining images of the Partridge 
Family, Betty Page, the Monkees, hot rods, drive-ins, 
cartoon characters, etc. As Mitch himself hints, he was 
severely damaged by Etch-a-Sketch at a very early and 
formative age. The man's nuts and it shows. Wonder- 
ful stuff. Available at better stores or from Mr. O'Con- 
nell himself . . . You may not know it, but there's a lot 
more strangeness than you might think lurking in 
wonderful Las Vegas. Aside from the mom and pops 
gambling away their lives around the clock, there is an 
active underground music scene with groups like Ver- 
min from Venus and Knuckle Sandwich, which both fea- 
ture Dirk Vermin. When you're out there watching 
the Dyanne Thorne "Is There Sex After 40?" review, or 
an Iran "The Blade" Barkley fight, stop by the Alterna- 
tive Music Market, 1164 East Twain, and check out 


The Pope of Ohio with Chicago blues singer Lonnie Brooks 


some of the local product on BEHEMOTH RE- 
CORDS. (Catalog available from them at PO Box 
27801, Las Vegas 89102.) Ah, Vegas, reminds me of 
the time | once espied Vegas World owner Bob Stupak 
snorting about ten-pounds of "baby laxative" up his 
schnozz while he was stopped at a light. Right on Las 
Vegas Boulevard too. Unbelievable! But that's another 
story. You can also write to Dirk Vermin at Fetish 
Press same address as above and he'll tell you about is- 
sues of FETISH COMIX which are still available. 
There should be a new one soon featuring the Ra- 
mones, Darby Crash, Fear, and more . . . Recently the 
Pope had the extreme pleasure of hanging out with the 
legendary guitar innovator Sonny Sharrock at a local 
club. Over numerous beers (Corona and some pale 
ale) Mr. Sharrock regaled yours truly with stories from 
the musical front. (Like when Nicky Skopelitis and oth- 
ers were in Ginger Baker's van heading back to Italy 
from Switzerland and it broke down causing Baker to 
charge off into the Italian Alps screaming, "I'm going to 
conquer the Alps!") If you're not familiar with Shar- 
rock's work, you should be. He's played with all the 
greats over the years and (an exclusive to the Pope) is 
going to sign with Chrysalis. Check out ASK THE 
AGES for straight-ahead power jazz, and SEIZE THE 
RAINBOW for his more rocked-out side. An incred- 
ibly humble and talented musician, Sharrock is due all 
the fame we can give him . . . The efforts of comic art- 
ists are often widely over-praised but Gilbert Shelton 
with his FABULOUS FURRY FREAK BROTHERS cre- 
ated a hilariously hip body of work. Even now, reading 
the crazed and dazed antics of the freaky trio after 
over twenty years, it's amazing how well it all holds up. 
Rip Off Press is now reissuing Gil's oeuvre, so for titles 
and prices write to them at Box 4686, Auburn, CA 
95604. 
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егеп“ the ouster of the old square administration 

and the recent court victories by First Amendment 
champions supposed to signify the beginning of a new era of 
free expression - or are we just conning ourselves? With the 
recent arrest of Family Circle comic artist ByronTremelo and 
the successful effort of Jesus, Inc. to pressure Howard 
Johnson into no longer selling deviled eggs, it appears the pro- 
censorship fascists are proudly goose-stepping right down 
Main Street. | didn’t duck VC mortars in Lun Ki for this, Jack! 


In 1782, while serving time for mail fraud, French poet 
Voltaire wrote, "True justice comes with the liberation of the 
oppressed spirit, for, at the seance of the hanged pornogra- 
pher, the Ouija board spells but one word: FREEDOM." If 
that quote isn’t more relevant today, then something else is. 


Of course, history is littered with countless examples of 
the arts suffering due to the narrow-mindedness of censors. 
Did you know Pope Cyrus Il, father of four illegitimate chil- 
dren, excommunicated the Brothers Grimm and personally 
beheaded the taller one for including the exchange “Ooh, 
Grandma, what а big 'manliness' you have." "Better to schtup 
you with, my dear" in "Little Red Riding Hood"? Or that 
MGM board chairwoman Hedda Hopper fired the entire 
Metro writing staff because the original script called for 
Dorothy to give the Tin Man a Pennzoil enema? 


We at Brutarian are damn proud of our publishing breth- 
ren who have joined us in standing up against those who 
would have you think there’s something immoral about enjoy- 
ing photos of high school cheerleaders being spanked. One 
sterling example is Alphonse, editor of Hair Today, Guns To- 
morrow, a zine for barbers ("not stylists") who collects pistols. 
Says Al, "Anybody messes with us, we give "ет a "Бад hair 
day’ by parting it with а hollow-point." The guy's sincere, not 
just shooting his mouth off. 


I’m putting out a call to all communicators and their audi- 
ences to set aside personal differences and unite іп a "Тог- 
pedo The Censorship" campaign. Together, we can make 
this a cruder world. 


EXTRAORDINARY INSIGHT: PBS affiliates, as of late, have 
aired a number of Sixties documentaries such as Making Sense 
Of The Sixties (like that's possible), the primary focus being on 
the post-JFK years. The period has been given many labels, 
all of which are open to debate. All, that is, except mine. 
Who can argue with "The Era Of Atrocious Dancing?" (Inci- 
dentally, there's absolutely no truth to the rumor that an ag- 
ing hippie chemist has invented an insect-based hallucinogen 
called "antacid.") . . . Fact: Queen Latifah is in а new sitcom 
with Kim Cole who, despite being a vegetarian, can be seen 
eating beef on Burger King ads. Does anyone have a question 
with the word "rationalize" in it? . . . A psychotic boy who 
likes rock music does something suicidal and a highly publi- 
cized lynch mob goes after the band. But how come we 


never hear a peep about the number of sad sacks who self-de- 
struct when the life-affirming predictions of impending happi- 
ness they get from those Psychic Hot line charlatans fail to 
come true? The blind eye couldn't have anything to do with 
the enormous advertising budget the frauds distribute to all 
media, could it? Naaah . . . Оп a related, equally factual but 
lighter note, apparently Tim Burton has ignored my sugges- 
tion that | play dubious clairvoyant Criswell in the upcoming 
Ed Wood film bio. My friends, in scorn | turn to my crystal 
balls and predict: directors will become obsolete in 1998 
when a scientist develops the "screenplay pill," allowing peo- 
ple to experience a movie without seeing it. (Can you prove 
this won't happen?) . . . Oh, | see. We're supposed to pre- 
tend we don't notice how electric instruments such as the 
Hammond organ contradict the show's title and concept. On 
that note, I’m very much looking forward to "Kraftwerk Un- 
plugged." . . . Why aren't those temporary hair modifications 
called impermanents? . . . Wealthy readers, | am seeking back- 
ers for my new business venture, Flow-Bee bikini trim salons. 
Investors may contact me via the editors . . . | wonder if radio 
management clowns ever pause to consider how elitist it is to 
only accept requests via faxes. Nothing like eliminating those 
working blue-collar jobs; the unemployed; moderate- or 
lower-income homemakers; and the poor from the mix. . . Is 
there anything more absurd than the suburban trend of buy- 
ing numerous sport team caps to place on an auto rear win- 
dow ledge? What's next: А string of sweat socks on the 
dash? Jockstraps glued to the bumper? . . . If a tree falls in the 
woods, will Glen Frey hold a benefit for it? . . . And how 
many more decades is Don Adams going to milk those Get 
Smart gags? Would you believe it's not funny anymore, 

Don? .. . Let me see if I’ve got this right. Pumped-up "Ameri- 
can Gladiators," who've been given an opportunity to master 
the apparatuses in advance plus limitless practice time, per- 
form the easier, less athletic tasks in a series of games against 
average-size contestants who have never touched the equip- 
ment before. Couldn't they come up with anything more 
fair? How about blood-smeared participants diving for live 
chickens in a shark tank? . . . If you're looking for the best way 
to infuriate fans of the Beatles (the band who ruined rock mu- 
sic by whitewashing it), tell them you send Mark David Chap- 
man a weekly case of cigarettes and a "thank you" card. 


HUBBA-HUBBA HONEYS: So many beauties, so little col- 
umn space. That's why this issue we're going with a four- 
pack: the ladies of En Vogue. What a fine harem-starter this 
quartet would make. The Funky Divas come in a variety of 
wonderful shapes, sizes, and looks, and they can sing, too! 
It's as though someone got into a time machine, rounded up 
the most alluring Marvelettes, Vandellas, Ronettes, Supremes, 
et al., and packaged the four hottest tootsies in the bunch. А 
Quad Squad as easy on the eyes as on the ears? I've been 
thinking of converting to Mormonism just to marry them all. 
(Wonder if Marie Osmond's down with OPP?) 
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РОМКУ SAYS...CALL SUB POP TODAY... 


OR Finest Recordings! 


..There's a BIG DIFFERENCE in music! 


| ALL THE BEST IN 
| POPULAR music! 


BIG CHIEF! BILLY CHILDISH! 
DWARVES! EARTH! ERIC’S 
TRIP! FASTBACKS! HAZEL! А 
LES THUGS! LOVE 4 
BATTERY! POND! SN 
REV. HORTON HEAT! ~ 
SEAWEED! SEBADOH! 

SIX FINGER SATELLITE! 
SUPERSNAZZ! 

SPINANES! 

VELOCITY f£ 

GIRL! 


1-800-SUB-POP 1, RAE 


(1-800-782-7671) 


Spee даты Callus today 
sos eS Б 


Май бог free catalog to: 
Sub Pop PO Box 20645 Seattle, WA 98102 
Mention Punky & receive а free bonus coupon! 


